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“The supreme combination of 
all that is fine in motor cars.” 








Distinction y+ A man or motor may 


THE 
RESTFUL 
CAR 


gain notoriety, even popularity, almost 
over night—and lose them just as 
quickly. But distinction comes only 
with time and a long series of notable 
achievements. 


The distinction which Packard cars 
enjoy is the result of more than a 
generation of leadership in engineering 
and in body design—a quarter century 
of patronage by an illustrious clientele. 


Pride in Packard ownership is natural, 
and few would care to change the 
famous lines which proclaim their cars 
as Packards. But there are those who 





wish an individual distinction. To 
them Packard offers the masterpieces 
of the foremost body designers and 
unlimited choice in color combina- 
tions, upholstery and the refinements 
of equipment. 


Thus those who would add the final 
touch of luxury and personality to 
supreme comfort, beauty and distinc- 
tion can gratify their ultimate desire 
in a customvbuilt Packard. 


ASK MAN WHO OWNS 


PACKARD 
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In all their full-furred glory . ; ; $975.00 to $9500.00 
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FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 


THE FURS OF EVENING 


THIRD FLOOR 
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“Here, I believe, is the finest of all motor cars. This unreserved statement is made with profound respect 

or Pierce-Arrow’s esteemed contemporaries and with full cognizance of Pierce-Arrow’s past achieve- 
ments, All the pleasure, comfort, economy, safety and pride of ownership that money can buy are em- 
bodied in thisnew car. Pierce-Arrow dealers are offerin 1g demonstrations.”...MYRONE.F oRBES, President. 


A CNE&EW PRICE 


PIERCE-ARROW SALES CORPORATION 


(Factory Branch) 
Successor to Harrolds Motor Car Co. 
233 West 54th Street, New York - - 236 West 59th Street, New York 
LONG ISLAND CITY ~ - 2440 Grand Concourse, Bronz, NEW YORK - - 1119 Atlantic Ave, BROOKLYN 
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JEWELLED HANDS 


—and one of the new manners is the old 
custom of wearing a pair of matching 
rings—one for each hand, in crystal, 
or bright-coloured stones. 


SAKS ~ FIFTH AVENUE 


FORTY-NINTH to FIFTIETH STREET, NEW YORK 
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Americas Most Becutiful Store 
OSSEKS a 


Y ee TH AVENUE 
At 36 Streem~ 


‘Ohey GLOW 
‘Ghey GLITTER 
‘Ghey SCINTILLATE 
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opELISTE 
Exclusively at ‘Russeks 


For The Smart New Yorker 


At Che Play 
At Ghe Opera 
At Ghe Supper Club 


G j® brilliance of Paris at 
night is captured in these 
sparking gowns. Each is as in- 
ali ividual in its personality as the 


artiste who created it—as distinctive 
as the woman intended to wear it. 
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HE creation of a French perfumer, Fioret 

Powder is as fine as the down ona butterfly’s 
wings and it adheres as if by magic to the cheeks and 
to the nose. That a powder so ethereal should cling 
so tenaciously is as amazing as it is pleasing. 

And Fioret Powder has still another charm, un- 
suspected until you use it as your own—for it is 
scented with the incomparable odeur “Jouir” —a 
fragrance subtle and discreet. 

Do not postpone the pleasure that this new and 
delightful powder can give. Seek today the charm of 
Fioret. In its beautiful green box at most good drug 
and department stores, its price is only $1. 


Paris FIORET, Inc., 677 Fifth Avenue, New York 
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AT THESE GOOD 
SHOPS In NEW YORK 


% Arnold Constable & Co. 


B. Altman & Co. 

Best & Co. 

Gimbel Bros., Inc. 

Lord & Taylor 

R. H. Macy & Co., Inc. 
James McCreery & Co. 
James McCutcheon & Co 
Oppenheim Collins & Co. 
Russeks Fifth Ave., Inc. 
Saks—Fifth Avenue 
Saks—Herald Square 
Franklin Simon & Co. 
Stern Bros. 

Tailored Woman, Inc. x 
John Wanamaker 


Astor Hotel Pharmacy 
Hotel Biltmore Candy Shop 
Hotel Commodore Mezzanine 


Reuben’s 
622 Madison Ave. 
2270 Broadway 

Park & Tilford 
Fifth Ave. and 26th St. 
341 Madison Avenue 
Madison Ave. and 8th St. 


Circle Pharmacy 
Broadway and 6oth St. 

De Mott Drug Co. 
2441 Broadway & 

Dorb Drug Co. 
2477 Broadway 

Gray Drug Store 
Times Square 

James A. Hetherington 
53 East 42nd St. 

Madden & McDonnell 
1398 St. Nicholas Ave. 

Pennsylvania Drug Co. 
158 West 27th St. 

Segall’s Pharmacy 
2067 Broadway 

John E. Thomas Pharmacy 
2601 Broadway 

R. F. Welch 


2201 Broadway 
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which promise to make Dad’s 
Christmas a busy, happy one. 


L. BAMBERGER @& CO. 


**One of America’s Great Stores ”’ Newark, N. J. 
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THE ONLY SIN GREATER THAN 
FORGETTING TO DO AN ERRAND FOR YOUR 
WIFE 1S TO DO IT WRONG. 

BEING A FAMILY-ISH SORT OF STORE 
MSCREERY'S HAS A KINDLY FEELING FOR 
HUSBANDS IN DISTRESS .YOU MAY RELY 
ON OUR ASSISTANCE ,WHETHER SHE HAS 
COMMISSIONED YOU TO BRING HOME 
HALF A YARD OF RIBBON (LIKE SAMPLE) 
OR A CHINESE RUG. JAS.M*CREERY 
& CO., FIFTH AVENUE & 347™ STREET,NEW 
YORK. | 


Copyright 1926 James McCreery & Co. 
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And, the skirts grow shorter and shorter—as Paris 
decrees. So Kayser designs new hose without 
the usual double knee—but with the Marvel- 


Seripe* to prevent garter runs and the Slipper 
P P g PP 


Heel* which adds a chic slimness to the ankle. 


You may purchase Kayser Silk Hose at all the 
better shops and at the Kayser store, Fifth 
Avenue and 41st Street, opposite the Library, 
where there is a permanent display of the lat- 


est Paris styles in hosiery, underwear and gloves. 


*Trade Marks Reg. 
























































New SAFETY STUTZ 
Enclosed ‘Drive Cabriolet 


(Collapsible) 


BY— FLEETWOOD 
Gus cabriolet is primarily designed for 


an all-year-round car. The front com- 
partment is enclosed, and by lowering the 
division glass makes a splendid combination 
for the owner-driven automobile. 


For the Spring and Summer months the 
cabriolet back can be collapsed, making it 
ideal both for country use and long distance 
touring. 


NOTE: The entire front of this cabriolet is } 
solid bronze casting, allowing slender pillars 


STUTZ NEW YORK COMPANY 


Incorporated 


Broadway at 60th Street Phone Columbus 7070 
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COSTLY PARFUM IN THE WO] 





PARFUMEUR 
PARIS 


The Jewel of Perlumes 


AT LEADING STORES 
EVERYWHERE 
THE WORLD OVER 


Each ODEUR in its individual Flacon 


FEMME ve PARIS “Lady of Paris” 
(Jade £/@Co/? } 

DESIR DU COEUR ‘Hearts Desi 
{ ‘uby flat oT 


Mon AME , 


f f LE 
Galitia ti Fie 
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THE NEW YORKER’S CONSCIENTIOUS CALENDAR OF EVENTS WORTH WHILE 


[FROM FRIDAY, NOVEMBER 5, TO 
FRIDAY, NOVEMBER 12, INCLUSIVE] 


THE THEATRE 
DRAMA 


Broapway—A photographic play of the 
Broadway underworld that you 
should certainly attend. Broap- 
HuRST, 44, W. of B’way. 

THE Donovan AFFAIR—An Owen Davis 
play of a murder in Westchester 
County, and its accompanying com- 
plications. FuLton, 46, W. of B’way. 

THe SHANGHAI GeEsTURE—A Chinese 
bordello forming the setting for an 
appropriate tale. 46TH Street, 46, 
W. of B’way. 

Lutu Bette—Of a negro lady of no 
morals, and of her violent end. With 
Lenore Ulric and Henry Hull. 
Berasco, 44, E. of B’way. 

Tue Woman Disputep—A melodrama 
of the war filled with excitement and 
hokum. Forrest, 49, W. of B’way. 


Tue Captive—An eccentricity of sex 
considered in a serious manner. With 
Helen Menken. Empire, B’way at 
40. 

Biack Boyv—The rise and fall of a 
negro heavyweight champion. With 
Paul Robeson. Comepy, 41, E. of 
B’way. 

Juarez AND Maximitian—The first of- 
fering of the Theatre Guild that is 
beautiful but dull. Gurp, 52, W. 
of B’way. 

Aw AMERICAN TRAGEDY—A good drama- 
tization of Dreiser’s story that is not 
as good as the book. Loncacre, 48, 
W. of B’way. 

Tre Humsie—Basil Sydney and Mary 
Ellis in a dramatization of Dostoiev- 
sky’s “Crime and Punishment.” 
GREENWICH VILLAGE, 7 Ave. and 
Christopher St. 

CaponsAccHI—Browning’s “Ring and 
the Book” well dramatized—for 
Walter Hampden. HAMPDEN’S, 


B’way at 63. 

Daisy Mayme—George Kelly’s stark 
close-up of a middle class family 
trying to prevent a brother from 
marrying a jolly vulgarian. Pvay- 
HouSE, 48, E. of B’way. 


Civic Repertory—Eva Le Gallienne and 
an able company presenting the week 
of Nov. 7. Mon., “Three Sisters”; 
Tues., “John Gabriel Borkman’”; 
Wed., (mat.) “Saturday Night”; 
(eve) “Three Sisters”; Thurs., 
“Saturday Night”; Fri., “Three Sis- 
ters’; Sat. (mat.) “Three Sisters”; 
(eve.) “Saturday Night.” Civic 
THEATRE, 6 Ave. and 14. 


COMEDY 


Looszk ANKLES—A dull play saved by the 
amusing conversations of two gigolos. 
Bittmore, 47, W. of B’way. 





GENTLEMEN PREFER BLONDES—June 
Walker as a perfect Lorelei Lee in 
a literal transcription of the book. 
Times Square, 42, W. of B’way. 


Tue Lion Tamer—A satire adapted 
from the French of Alfred Savoir 
that is not very well handled. N £1cH- 
aia PLayHousE, 466 Grand 
€. 


Wuite Wincs—An entertaining and 
whimsical piece about the revolt of 
a family of White Wings against 
the motor. Boorn, 45, W. of B’way. 


FANNy—Fannie Brice embroiled with 
robbers on a ranch in Arizona. Ly- 
ceum, 45, E. of B’way. 


Two Girts WantTED—A pleasant story 
by Gladys Unger, pleasantly acted. 
Litt.e, 44, W. of B’way. 


At Mrs. Beam’s—Of a tempest in a 
boarding house brought on by two 
criminals. Garrick, 35, E. of B’way. 


Wuat Every Woman Knows—Helen 
Hayes filling Maude Adams’ shoes 


very capably in a good Barrie revival. 
Bijou, 45, W. of B’way. 


On ApprovaL—Of the lady and the duke 
that made sure their respective in- 
tendeds were as they should be. 
Gatgty, B’way at 46. 


Gop Loves Us—The old story of the 
middle-aged clerk and his struggles 
with the machine that binds him. 
Maxine Etuiortt, 39, E. of B’way. 


WITH MUSIC 


THE RAM3LERS—A good musical com- 
edy with Clark and McCullough. 
Lyric, 42, W. of B’way. 


AMERICANA—Some_ of those _ satiric 
sketches of J. P. McEvoy making a 
good, small revue. BeLmonrt, 48, E. 
of B’way. 


Sunny—Marilyn Miller and Jack Dona- 
hue in a huge musical comedy. New 
AMSTERDAM, 42, W. of B’way. 


ScaNDALS—A large and very good revue. 
With a lot of stars. Apoio, 42, W. 
of B’way. 


Countess Maritza—A tuneful and 
well staged operetta with a poor 
book. With George Hassell. Suu- 
BERT, 44, W. of B’way. 


HoNnEYMoon Lang—Eddie Dowling in a 
good musical comedy about pickle 


factories. KNICKERBOCKER, B’way 
at 38. 


Queen HicH—A pleasant musical com- 
edy adapted from “A Pair of Sixes.” 
With Luella Gear. AmsBassapor, 49, 
W. of B’way. 

THe Vacasonpn Kinc—“If I Were 
King” made into a pretty, tuneful, 
and well acted operetta. Casino, 
B’way at 39. 

Tue Girt Frrenp—Eva Puck and Sam- 
my White in a small and pleasant 
musical comedy. VANDERBILT, 48, 
W. of B’way. 

CasTLes-IN-THE-ArR—An average musi- 
cal comedy that you can take or leave 
alone. SELwyNn, 42, W. of B’way. 

IoLANTHE—A perfect Gilbert and Sulli- 
van revival. Well worth seeing. 
Piymoutu, 45, W. of B’way. 


KatyA—Miusical comedy royalty handled 
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The Other 
Wise Man— 


do you know him? If you 
don't, it’s about time you 
did! He is passing you every 
day on the streets of New 
York—of America. 


‘*Who is he,”’ you ask, ‘‘and 
whence this wisdom?”’ 


He is the owner of an Im- 
proved Packard, and he is 
wise because he realizes that 
it is cheaper to buy a Pack- 
ard, and drive it year after 
year, than it is to ‘‘trade in” 
lower priced cars, yearly, and 
bear the burden of heavy de- 
preciation charges. 


He is wise because he has 
solved the problem of eco- 
nomical automobile owner- 
ship and at the same time 
has the added satisfaction 
of owning a car which, long 
excelling in beauty, comfort 
and distinction, now ap- 
proaches perfection in per- 
formance. 


A demonstration of today’s 
Improved Packard will con- 
vince you that his choice 
was most wise and should be 
yours also. . 


It can be yours! For only 
$2781. you can have the Im- 
proved Packard Six—5 pas- 
senger sedan, with complete 
accessories, delivered at 
your door. 


How about it? Can you af- 
ford to own any other car 
but the Improved Packard? 


oo 


PACKARD MOTOR CAR CO. 
of NEW YOR 
Packard Building 
Broadway at 61st Street 
1037 Atlantic Ave., Brooklyn 


Dealers 
PARK AVENUE PACKARD, INC. 
247 Park Avenue, New York 
Ashland 8607 
THE HEIGHTS PACKARD CORP. 
St. Nicholas Ave. at 174th St. 


PACKARD BRONX COMPANY, INC. 
650 East Fordham Road 


PACKARD 


Ask the Man Who Owns One 























better than usual. Good music. 44TH 
Street, 44, W. of B’way. 


OPENINGS OF NOTE 


Kay!—Gertrude Lawrence in a 
musical comedy by P. G. Wodehouse 
and Guy Bolton. Music by George 
Gershwin. ImperiAL, 45, W. of 
B’way. Mon., Nov. 8. 

(Dates of openings should be verified 
because of frequent late changes by 
managers. ) 


Ou, 


AFTER THEATRE ENTERTAINMENT 


AMBASSADOR GRILL, 51 and Park Ave.— 
Cultured surroundings and Larry 
Siry’s orchestra for dancing. 

Barney’s, 85 W. 3.—Broadway in the 
Village, with Barney Gallant and a 
midnight revue. 

Cuez Fysuer, 1640 B’way.—A troupe 
of Continental entertainers headed 
by Fysher. 

Cius Lipo, 808 7 Ave.—The Yacht 
Club Boys singing their amusing 
songs to a smart gathering. 

Cius Mirapor, 200 W. 51.—The most 
spectacular people in town, and 
Maurice and Eleanora Ambrose 
dancing for them. 

Cius Montmartre, 205 W. 50.—Two 
excellent European dancing teams; 
Miller and Farrell, and a country 
club atmosphere. 

Crius RicuMan, 157 W. 56.—An amus- 
ing, informal and theatrical rendez- 
vous. With Harry Richman and a 
revue at intervals. 

County Farr, 54, E. 9.—Rustic com- 
edy, orchestra, low couvert, and in- 
formal spirit of the Village. 

FirTH AVENUE CLuB, 683 5 Ave.—The 
Tomson. Twins brought from abroad 
for your amusement. 

Texas. GujNAN’s. THREE HUNDRED 

- Crus, 151 W. 54.—Unique and 
rowdy and noisy. For New York- 
ers or visitors after two o'clock. 

Vitta Venice, 10 E. 60—Low couvert 
and pleasant surroundings. Formal 
dress required. 

Care DE Paris, Cent. Pk. W. and 63.— 

. A Shubert revue with Stroeva, atop 
the Century Theatre. 

SMALL’s, 2294 7 Ave. and CLius Bam- 
VILLE, 65 W. 129, are the aristocrats 
of Harlem for downtown visitors. 
Very rowdy surroundings. 

PERROQUET DE Paris, 146 W. 57.— 


Roger Wolfe Kahn’s magnificent 


... "GOINGS ‘ON. 
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CONTINUED 


To be reviewed 


venture now open. 
next week. 


RepMonp’s Renpezvous, 121 W. 45.— 
Reviewed this week. 


MOTION PICTURES 


Beau GestE—The book made into an 
exciting movie of the Foreign Legion 
and the desert. CriTERION, B’way 
at 44. 

Tue Scarcet Letrer—Lillian Gish giv- 
ing a splendid performance in a loose 
adaptation of Hawthorne’s story. 
CENTRAL, B’way at 47. 

Tue Bic Parape—John Gilbert and 
Renée Adorée in a stirring picture 
of the war. Astor, B’way at 45. 

Ben-Hur—The galley fight and the 
chariot race making effective high 
spots of the famous story. Emsassy, 
B’way at 47. 

Tue Berrer ’Ore—Old Bill brought to 
life by Syd Chaplin. With the Vita- 
phone. Cotony, B’way at 53. 

CaBINET OF Doctor CaLicariI—This fa- 
mous German picture revived by the 
newest movie revival theatre. FirTH 
AVENUE PLAyHousE, 66 5 Ave. 

Firm Guitp—Another week of Griffith 
revivals. Beginning Sunday, Nov. 7 
—Sun., Mon., and Tues., “Broken 
Blossoms”; Wed. and Thurs., “Isn’t 


Life Wonderful” and “The Last 
Laugh”; Fri. and Sat., “Intoler- 
ance.” 

ART 


Mary Cassatt—DvuraAnpb-RukE1, 12 E. 
57. Memorial show of two score 
works of this vigorous painter. 

Mixep Sturr—New Gattery, 600 
Madison Ave. Some good French 
moderns, Picasso, Gauguin, and some 
Americans. 

ZORN AND MENARD—KNOEDLERS, 14 E. 
57. Etchings of Zorn and some pret- 
ty pictures of a pastoral nature. 

Great AMERICANS—DANIEL GALLERIES, 
600 Madison. Superb showing of 
Demuth, Kuniyoshi, Brook, Blume 
and others of this school. 

Younc Moprerns—Artists GALLERY, 
51 E. 60. Drawings and water col- 
ors of the younger set. 

WeyHe—794 Lexington Ave. Water 
colors and drawings by Wanda Gag. 
Review later. 

Georces Rovuautt—New Art Circ ie, 
35 W. 57. 

EILSHEMIUS—VALENTINE DUDENSING, 
43 E. 57. Paintings by a personality. 
Review later. 
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FROM PAGE 11 


MUSIC 
RECITALS 


EtsHuco Trio—AgoLiAN HALL, Fri. 
Eve., Nov. 5. First concert this 
season by our foremost chamber 
music trio. 


FriepA Hempet—Carnecigz HALL, Fri. 
Eve., Nov. 5. Songs and airs and 
diversions for flute and piano by 
Miss Hempel and her two new as- 
sociates. 


MAIER AND PATTISON—AEOLIAN HALL, 
Sat. Aft., Nov. 6. The standard 


two-piano team, still incomparable. 


Lucrezia Bort—Carnecizg HAL, Sun. 
Aft., Nov. 7. First recital by this 
fascinating Metropolitan soprano 
since whenever it was. 


FLONZALEY QuARTET—AEOLIAN HALL, 
Tues. Eve., Nov. 9. The model 
string four starts its season. 


ALLAN-ALLEN AND MAaccrecor—-Town 
Hay, Tues. Eve., Nov. 9. Real 
Scotch singing and playing. 


Eva GAUTHIER—AEOLIAN Hatt, Wed. 
Eve., Nov. 10. Music since the 17th 
century, with chamber music and 
piano backgrounds by the pioneer 
researcher. 


CuHarLes NAgEGLE—AEOLIAN’ HALL, 
Thurs. Eve., Nov. 11. A young 
American pianist who gets better 
every year. 


StrRINGwWoop ENSEMBLE—AEOLIAN HALL, 
Fri. Eve., Nov. 12. Sure enough, a 
string and wood ensemble, and a 
good one. 


PEoPLE’s SYMPHONY CONCERTS—WASH- 
INGTON IrRvING HreH ScHOoL, Fri. 
Eve., Nov. 5. 


ORCHESTRAS AND CHORUSES 


PHILHARMONIC, Mengelberg conduct- 
ing. Carnecie Hatt, Fri. Aft., 
Nov. 5; Sat. Eve., Nov. 6; (broad- 
cast WJZ) Thurs. Eve., Nov. 11; 
Fri. Aft., Nov. 12. MrrropoLirtaAn 
Opera Houss, Sun. Aft., Nov. 7. 


New York SymMpHony, Damrosch con- 
ducting. CarNnectE HALL, Sat. Aft., 
Nov. 6 (Young People’s Concert) ; 
Fri. Eve., Nov. 12. Mecca TEMPLE, 
Sun. Aft., Nov. 7. 


Frigenps oF Music, Bodanzky con- 
ducting. Town Hatt, Sun. Aft., 
Nov. 7 


ABOUT. TOWN. ; 


CHAMBER SYMPHONY ORCHESTRA, 
Jacobs conducting. AgoLiAN HALL, 
Sun. Eve., Nov. 7 


PiANO AND ORCHESTRA’ RECITAL. 
Mengelberg conducting, Schelling 
soloist, with Philharmonic. Car- 
NEGIE HALL, Mon. Aft., Nov. 8. 


OPERA 


MertropotirAN Opgra Co.—Perform- 
ances nightly, except Tuesday, with 
Sat. mat. Sun. night concert. See 
newspapers for schedules. Special 
performance of “Rigoletto” with 
Marion Talley, Thurs. Aft., 
Nov. 10. 

Tue Prep Pirzer—Mecca Temp te, Fri. 
Eve., Nov. 12. 


SPORTS 
Turr—Betmont Park, L.I. United 
Hunts Meeting. Sat., Nov. 6 at 


2:00 p.m. Special trains from Long 
Island Station at 12:30 p.m. and 
1:20 p.m. 

FootsALL—AT Baker Fiexp, 218 St. and 

B’way. Columbia vs. William and 
Mary at 2:30 p.m. Take B’way-7 
Ave. subway to 215 St. station. Sat., 
Nov. 6. 
At Campripce, Mass. Harvard vs. 
Princeton at 2:00 p.m. on Sat., Nov. 
6. Take New York, New Haven, 
and Hartford R.R. preceding day. 
Broadcast by station WEAF begin- 
ning at 1:45 p.m. 


OTHER EVENTS 


Ropzo—Mapison Square Garpen, 8 
Ave. and 50 St. The best riders of 
the country in competition. Until 
Sat., Nov. 13, at 2:15 and 8:15 
daily. 

Vicrory Batt—WaAtporr-Astoria, 5 
Ave and 34. One of the largest and 
best of the year’s public balls. Wed., 
Nov. 10. 

Armistice BaLt—P taza, 5 Ave. and 59. 
Another large ball for charity. 
Thurs., Nov. 11. 


RutH Draper—Setwyn, 42, W. of 
B’way. Miss Draper settled down 
for the winter’s Sunday evenings. 


ON THE AIR 


New York SymMpHoNy OrCHESTRA— 
Broadcast by station WEAF. Dam- 
rosch conducting. Sat. eve., Nov. 6 
at 9:00 p.m. 

















ARE YOU ASMART 
NEW YORKER? 


Are the Bo/v1n of Paris Silk 
ports Frocks the smartest 
Sports Frocks in the World? 


-Is The Original shirtmaker's 
rock made only by Bosvin 
—the Master shirtmaker of 
Paris? 


§ Are these Frocks exclusive 
in America with Franklin 
Simon & Co.? 


The answers are given in the 


Sports Shop— Fifth Floor 


Franktin Simon 8 Co. 


A Store of Individual Shops _ 


Furr AVE., 37th and 38th Sts., New Yorks 
_S» < Entire Contents Copyrighted, 1926, % : 


by FRANKLIN SIMON & Co., INC, 
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Honeycomb 


’ 7 a smart new weave 
meticulously carried out in 
coating, facing, lining in this 
new model dinner jacket and 
trousers 7 7 7 
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JOHN WANAMAKER NEW YORK 


Broadway to Fourth Avenue, 8th to 1oth Streets 
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THE sportswoman endorses the Rolls-Royce as 
unreservedly as the woman whose primary 
interest is art or society. Alert and responsive 
is this best of motor-cars—courageous and un- 
faltering, however difficult the footing. The 
sportswoman thinks of it as a thing alive, in- 
deed compares it with her thoroughbred, prize- 
winning hunters. It mingles with assurance in 
smart company when hounds meet, and sweeps 
into place graciously at the side of polo field or 
country race-course. She drives it herself, by 
choice, because she has found the hours at the 
wheel do not tire her. Rather, they increase 
her pleasure in its swift, sure power, for it is 
cushioned on luxurious springs and balanced 
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so matchlessly that she seems to be flying rather 
than driving. Her friends remember well the 
morning, five seasons ago, when she first 
appeared in this roadster. They approved its 
smartness then. They are as ready to do so to- 
day, in spite of the fact that it has covered, 
without the annoyance of frequent repair bills, 
upwards of fifty thousand miles. There is no 
question in their minds nor in the mind of the 
owner that Rolls-Royce performance and Rolls- 
Royce appearance more than justify owning 
the finest motor-car obtainable. A one-hundred- 
mile trial trip will be arranged at your conve- 
nience. Rolls-Royce, Fifth Avenue at 56th Street, 
NewYork. There are branches in principal cities. 





ROLLS ROYCE 
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Flowers 


may 


not 


be 


sent on upproval, exchanged or credited 


501—Large silk roses 
of exquisitely shaded 
petals, it is smart to 
weartwo! each 2-95 


502--Large dahlia, shaded 
silk and velvet petals. 3-95 


503—Camellia. $+? 
504—Gardenia with bud. 95c 
505—Evening rose of metal 


tissue, bright or dull gold, 
bright or dull silver. 1-95 


506 — Large silk rose with 
trailing stems. 2°75 


507 Cluster of two 
orchids. 85c 


FLOWERS—Main Floor 
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THE TALK OF THE TOWN 


Notes and Comment 
|: THIS commercial age, any- 


thing free deserves prominent 
mention. We refer, in this in- 
stance, to a free show which has re- 
cently been instituted by a dentist on 
Park Avenue not far from the Van- 
derbilt Hotel. He has obligingly 


leased the ground floor of one of the 


remodeled houses in that section, and 
when the steam heat is working, opens 
the window and permits passers-by to 
inspect his patient. It is an excellent 
idea. 


HE RACE to win the favor of 

the upper-wealthy is still on, with 
Abercrombie & Fitch, Brooks Broth- 
ers, and Tiffany’s in the lead. Brooks 
Brothers recently forged ahead with a 
recherché implement for spat-wearers 
called an unbuttonhook, which is like 
a buttonhook, only different. Then 
Abercrombie drew even with a left- 
handed corkscrew for sinistral drink- 
ers that is every bit as exotic. Tiffa- 
ny’s, however, at the present writing 
has gained a lap on both of them by 
ornamenting the big steel clock next 
their elevator with a sign reading, 
“Two seconds fast.” So far as we 
know, this is higher hat than anything 
else in town. 


‘Ee Yate Cius on Vanderbilt 
Avenue, as clubs go, is a worthy 
institution; and we hate to prophesy 
trouble for it. But the fact is that 
on First Avenue near Thirteenth 


Street there is a Kale Club. The Post 
Office is sufficiently hard pressed to 
keep things straight as it is without 


II /, 


ie D 


having to contend with confusions like 
this. One club or the other must give 
way. 





UCH praise must go to the Anti- 

Fifth Avenue Association for 
its notable accomplishment on Madi- 
son Square. For many weeks now 
the association has succeeded in keep- 
ing the Avenue above Twenty-third 
Street torn up in an impressive man- 
ner. All attempts to get the section 
paved have so far been defeated, and 
at the present writing, officials say 
they have every hope of keeping things 
as they are until after Christmas. 


E ARE continually hearing in- 

dignant persons anathematize 
the Graphic as having raised the art 
of bad taste to the mth power by its 
manner of handling the recent Brown- 
ing marital adventure. And as we 
listen we grow impatient. “Bad taste” 
is one of the phrases of special mean- 
ing which has suddenly become part 
of the vocabulary of the millions. The 
millions being what they are, it is 
doubtful whether the phrase has any 
meaning any more; and it is certain 
that it has none when applied to the 
policies of the Graphic just as it would 
have none if applied to the table man- 
ners of Mexican peons. The Graphic 
and the peons are quite worthy in their 
way, and so are Mr. Browning and 
his child-wife, both of whom seem 


somewhat indifferent as to whether 
their pictures appear in yellow sheets 
or not, but talking of them in terms 
of good or bad taste is ridiculous, The 
fact is that anyone who is interested 
in following the psychological devel- 
opment of New York and the Amer- 
ican nation should keep an eye on Mr. 
Macfadden. He is much more signifi- 





cant in this connection than the edi- 
tor of the New York Times. 


OING to the Passport Bureau 

in the old Sub-treasury building 
on Wall Street, we discovered a truly 
touching scene, which is continuous 
throughout the day. Citizens, upon 
making their application, raise their 
right hands on high and swear to up- 
hold the Constitution of the United 
States. Our eyes were moist, but there 
was a lady present whose eyes were 
not. As we went down the steps be- 
hind her just after her husband, had 
sworn his impressive oath, we heard 
her say, “Now, for Heaven’s sake, 
don’t forget we have no gin for the 
party tonight.” 


Reflection 
OWBOYS who have come on for 


the annual Rodeo are to be seen 
about the streets, thus recalling an in- 
cident of three or four years ago. It 
seems that the vagueros are a hardy 
lot inclined, despite prohibition, to 
paint the town red when they are paid 
off at the end of the round-up. Two 
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weeks after this particular show one 
of the laddies appeared at the dispen- 
sary of a hospital. He had a bad cold, 
he said. He was duly examined. 
“Great Heavens!” exclaimed the 
doctor, “you have two broken ribs.” 
“Ts that so!” said the cowboy. “I 
knew I had had a pain in my side ever 





since the show closed, but I thought 
it was the climate.” 


Old New York 


EW YORK—or some of it— 

had a delightful time this week 
reviving the small-town spirit with a 
charming exhibition of itself at the 
Fine Arts Building at 215 West 
Fifty-seventh Street. The exhibition 
will be on till Sunday evening, when 
the objects on view will be returned 
to their owners. 

It is still true that if you scratch 
an old New Yorker you find a Vic- 
torian—and there was a sweet Victor- 
ianism rampant on the opening day. 
The list of patronesses was gigantic, 
and a goodly proportion were on hand. 
“Come and see my sofa and the shell 
picture Aunt Matilda made when she 
was a little girl.” Lo and behold, 
there they were, scorned for genera- 
tions, suddenly blossoming into mu- 
seum pieces. 

Almost everything had been lent by 
patronesses—at least almost everything 
in the big room had. In the first 
room were floral, faunal, and ge- 
ological examples of what once flour- 
ished on our island; and a collection 
of playbills and theatrical costumes— 
which did not come from the best 
homes. 

In another room were prints, beau- 
tiful prints of everything—hotels, 
theatres, the harbor, famous fires and 
famous parades, all of an age that, 
exteriorly speaking, is as distant as 
the eleventh century. And ona screen 


in the center were photographs of 
modern architecture. 

The large room at the end is where 
the real New Yorkers gather, and 
where the best of the collection is 
displayed—costumes, ship models, 
portraits, silver, china, maps and fur- 
niture. On the opening day, the own- 
ers of the furniture stood by benignly 
watching the crowd with legitimate 
self-satisfaction. It is too bad they 
couldn’t be present all week, for they 
add a_ small-town, rummage-sale 
atmosphere that was delightful. In 
becoming a metropolis, New York has 
paid rather a heavy price. 


HE REASON for it all is that 

the Museum of the City of New 
York, as we pointed out some weeks 
ago, has recently felt itself filled with 
new life in its home in the old Gracie 
Mansion. It has changed directors 
and decided to add to its col- 
lection, and, in fact, to build a new 
museum. At the time of writing, this 
is unofficial, but it is a logical move- 
ment, as people don’t lend or give 
their things for exhibition in the Gracie 
Mansion, which isn’t fire-proof. The 
hope is that many people about the 
city will say, “Oh, yes, I’ve got an old 
Franklin stove I don’t use. I think 
I'll give it to the museum.” 

The scheme ought to work; cer- 
tainly no New York family exists 
that hasn’t some useless heirloom in the 
hall closet. If we could be persuaded 
to disgorge, New York could fit itself 
with a really fine museum. Progress 
is working the devil with us, and we 
ought to have a place to put the nicest 
of our things before they are washed 
out to sea, together with the cracker- 
jack boxes and the orange peels. 


Second Try 


WO WEEKS ago we attempted 

to recount how Mr. Walter Wan- 
ger, having smashed five Italian air- 
planes while being instructed in flying 
on the Italian front during the war, 
became known as the great Austrian 
ace. We wrote “American,” how- 
ever, instead of “Austrian” and were 
pointless. Several alienists have told 
us that such slips, while not uncom- 
mon, are, nevertheless, a bad sign. 


. 
HE NEWSPAPERS having been 
negligent in the matter, we report, 


even thus belatedly, what we learned 
from a lady who has the distinction 
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of having had a shampoo from the 
very hands which shampooed the 
Queen of Roumania. She tells us 
that the permanent wave the Queen 
got in Paris a few weeks ago did the 
royal hair no good. It is broken, and 
so forth. Also we learn that Her 
Majesty’s tiaras all are too large for 
her s:nce she got her bob. 


Goimg, Going— 
HE AUCTION season is on in 


earnest, with almost daily sales in 
all of the leading galleries, and our 
millionaires are having their usual gay 
time stocking up for that hard future 
winter when they will have bought all 
the art treasures in existence. 

A dealer has confided some facts 
which we consider interesting. He 
says that eighty or ninety per cent of 
our important buyers attend the auc- 
tions in person. Sometimes the buy- 
ing is done through an agent or dealer 
who may know more than the buyer 
about authenticity, but even then the 
millionaire himself is usually present. 
In fact, attending auctions seems to be 
the favorite indoor sport among our 
plutocrats. 

William Randolph Hearst, it ap- 
pears, is the Barnum and Bailey col- 
lector of New York. He collects 
everything, and has it stored until he 
can think of a place to put it. Some- 
times he has to wait until he builds 
another house. Much of the treasure 
he accumulates is shipped in carload 
lots to California, where he has some 





thirty or forty houses, including the 
various ones on his enormous ranch. 

Other of the big collectors are in- 
terested in special fields. Clarence 
Mackay, for instance, specializes in 
armor; John D. Rockefeller, Jr., in 
Chinese and Persian art; Joseph Wide- 
ner in paintings; Huntington, of 
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course, in books. Mr. Huntington, 
by the way, started his famous library 
by buying at auctions, and still aug- 
ments it in that way. Mr. E. B. 
Springs, the cotton broker, like Mr. 
Hearst, buys everything; and it is said 
that he has nothing in his house on 
Forty-seventh Street not bought at auc- 
tion. Jules S. Bache is one of the most 
recent buyers to take up auctions as a 
hobby, and Owen D. Young is promi- 
nent among the book buyers. 


HAT with the Leverhulme auc- 
tion, the present season is not 
expected to be as exciting as last year, 
but there is a report that there 
may be another sensational million- 
and-a-half dollar sale later on. 
The most interesting offering thus 
far scheduled is a collection of arms 
and armor said to be the largest as- 
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semblage of the sort in the world. 
It represents the entire contents of a 
castle in Hohenwerfen Forest, Aus- 
tria. It is on the ocean now, and is 
due to arrive at the Anderson Gallery 
soon. It was the property of His 
Imperial and Royal Highness, the 
Archduke Eugene, great-great-grand- 
son of the famous Marie Theresa, 
mother of two Emperors and of Marie 
Antoinette. Eugene is a brother of 
the Queen-mother of Spain, and 
uncle of the present King Alfonso 
XIII. A single piece from this col- 
lection—a Spanish cannon of the 
eighteenth century—required a regi- 
ment of 750 men to carry it up to 
the Archduke’s castle when it was 
installed there. And when removed, 
it had to be lowered with chains and 
pulleys over the cliff on which the 
castle stands. 
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-2,AND SUCH AN ENGRAVING OH MY= 


Auction experts tell us that, for 
the most part, only European collec- 
tions will be up for sale this season. 
So general is the practice in this coun- 
try of giving or leaving collections 
to museums that there are practically 
no American collections left for auc- 
tions. 


Art 
UR LATEST advices from 


Hollywood concern the grand 
world premiére of a movie there, at 
which event a moving picture actress, 
in person, had been posted at the mi- 
crophone to render description to the 
air. 

“Patsy Ruth Miller has just come 
in, and she’s wearing a perfectly gor- 
geous ermine coat,” she announced; 
and in another minute: “Oh, here 
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comes Irene Rich (or whoever it was) 
and she’s got on a perfectly gorgeous 
ermine coat.” A pause and then: 
“Eileen Pringle has just come in and 
she has on a perfectly gorgeous ermine 
coat”... “And here comes So-and- 
so with her husband. Oh, she’s pretty. 
I wish you coild see her; and she’s 
wearing a perfectly gorgeous—-” 

The head announcer, desperate, re- 
moved the actress from the micro- 
phone. “Miss So-and-so,” he an- 
nounced, “has just entered with her 
husband. She is wearing a very beau- 
tiful, er-a—she is wearing a very 
beautiful white coat.” 


Item 


HE BUS halted and a languid 
lady addressed the conductor from 
the curb. 

“Have you two downstairs?” she 
drawled. 

“No, madame,” said the conductor, 
“but I can give you two on the aisle 
in the balcony.” 

“She might,” he muttered, as the 
bus jolted on, “get a couple from a 
speculator.” 


Houdini 
F THE late Harry Houdini, 


dead in Detroit as we write, a 
hundred memories come back to us. 
Memories of countless parties about 
town, with the little dark man always 
in the background but always with a 
fascinated group about him, 
now wrenching his thumb 
from its socket and returning 
it, now disgorging a pack of 
threaded needles, now dazing 
the reverent circle by swallow- 
ing a sword. Quiet, modest, 
unassuming and startlingly 
gifted by nature, he was always 
obliging, always likable—and 
always daring beyond belief. 

A million columns have 
been written of him as a 
showman. A thousand times 
he had faced death. Padlocked 
and nailed in packing-boxes 
and dropped into the sea, riv- 
eted into water-boilers, nailed 
into hermetically sealed coffins, 
manacled to stakes at which 
roaring fires burned, suspended 
head down from dizzy sky- 
scrapers, the broad Slavonic 
visage of Houdini had met 
death in rendezvous which 





“Let’s take a taxi. 
first act, anyway?” 


grew monotonous. Recently he had 
turned his inquisitive mind and pene- 
trating showman’s eyes upon a subject 
which had haunted him all his life— 
life beyond the grave. Seven times 
he had made compacts in all serious- 
ness with persons who agreed to com- 
municate from the grave if it were 
possible after their death. None of 
the seven came back. 


‘ 

N OW he is gone, and in a small 

brownstone house at No. 278 

West 113th Street, the dust gathers on 
much unfinished work. 

The many rooms of that house 
are lined and piled ceiling-high with 
stacks of books, paper wrappings and 
crumbling envelopes in which are 
held the records, experiences and se- 
ciets of fifty-two years of the life of 
the boy Eric Weiss, son of a rabbi of 
Appleton, Wisconsin, who developed 
into the mystic who branded himself 
with the title trickster, a magician 
who gave the principal credit for his 
art to the fact that he was a contortion- 
ist thewed like a wrestler, a showman 
who combined in his personality the 
ego of Barnum, the pose of Belasco, 
and a talent for publicity that was 
unique. 

How many of the secrets of his 
work will come from those archives 
waits the future; at present it is a 
lonely castle without the spirit of the 


master. 





Who cares about the 
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Meanest Man 


B Fey SEASON of drives is on, to 
be led off apparently by the Y. W. 
C. A., and we are reminded of an 
incident in their campaign last year 
when a gentleman of prominence was 
asked for a reasonable sum for this 
women’s club. He told a sad tale of 
bad business, sickness in family and 
what not, and wound up eloquently, 
“Why, I’ve even talked of . resigning 
from one of my clubs.” Subsequently 
it was disclosed that he was a member 
of five metropolitan and four country 
clubs and, mercifully, the matter was 
not pressed. 


A New Babbitt 
GENTLEMAN just returned 


from Washington informs us 
that Mr. Sinclair Lewis is back at 
work there, having completed 100,- 
000 words of his new novel with 
the aid of a workshop, a_ hotel 
room and a house. When the phone 
rings too often in one, he moves to 
the next, and until the remaining 
50,000 words are delivered to his pub- 
lisher he will remain a recluse. 

The book is to be called “Elmer 
Gantry,” a name he hopes to make 
as famous as Babbitt. The rumor 
that it concerns the clergy is true. 
Gantry, we hear, begins as a young 
man who, swept off his feet by reli- 
gion, becomes an evangelist. Age and 
new ideas mellowing him, he quits and 
takes up a business career. But so 
poor at it is he that he finds he must 
return to the evangelical pro- 
fession to earn a living. It is 
of this part of his career that 
the book deals chiefly. 

To gather material for 
Gantry’s career Mr. Lewis 
spent nearly a year in Kansas 
City, where the press recorded 
his attack on the clergyman 
whose pulpit had been lent him 
and his offering God three 
minutes in which to destroy 
him. 

Apparently, this was not 
solely Lewisian publicity, but 
an attempt on Mr. Lewis’ part 
to get the reaction of a congre- 
gation. For months before he 
had cultivated ministers and 
evangelists of the city, even 
teaching Sunday School. 

Far from being considered 
as an outcast after making his 
attack, Mr. Lewis, indeed, was 
stoutly declared by his good-na- 
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“You may quote me as saying: ‘I was never so happy in my life as when a youth and poor,” 


tured host to be “though he might 
deny it, the greatest Christian of them 
all.” 

Subsequently, we are told, eight or 
nine of the leading evangelists of the 
city united to tender Mr. Lewis a ban- 
quet, which grew into a weekly meet- 
ing at which the Kansas City worthies 
listened to Mr. Lewis’ attacks with 
rapt attention—and made them into 
sermons for the following Sunday. So 
great was the stimulus that Kansas 
City was said to have undergone a 
great religious revival. 

Take this with or without a dash 
of salt. 


OT SPRINGS is going to have 

an unusual guest this year, an 
elephant is already on his way for a 
winter of recuperation there. It seems 
that he was imported from India for 
a Cincinnati gentleman, but the poor 
beast lost 1500 pounds en route and, 
like other careful citizens, is taking 
his doctor’s advice in retiring to the 
resort. 


Bed Time Story 
wre CHILL, damp winds be- 


coming more and more unpleas- 
ant, yacht-owners are putting their 
charges to bed for the winter. Along 
both shores of the Sound, on City 


Island, in the Brooklyn yards, one 
can see them hauling their prizes up 
sliding “ways” out of the water, ham- 
mering together wooden frame-works, 
affectionately called “cradles,” tuck- 
ing the boats up in canvas sheets or 
under wooden comforters. Soon the 
pampered darlings, whose active year 
is three months, will slumber peace- 
fully until painting time in the Spring. 

Of course, there are a few excep- 
tions. Perhaps the largest and best 
known yacht in the harbor is J. P. 
Morgan’s Corsair. It is not hauled out 
of the water at all, but winters in the 
basin at Stonington, Conn. The 
Corsair and other large ones, such as 
General Cornelius Vanderbilt’s 4z- 
lantic, always keep a skeleton crew 
on board all winter, whether in dry 
dock or sheltered basin. This may 
be composed of the skipper, first mate 
and engineer, or simply of a sailor 
caretaker. Arthur Curtis James’ 
Aloha, a bark with an auxiliary en- 
gine, is generally not put to bed at 
all, but cruises in southern waters— 
having spent the past few winters in 
the Carribean. 

Since these boats that are in use 
only three months of the year have 
summer crews, ranging from fifty or 
sixty (as in the case of the Corsair) to 
two or three men, the question arises 
as to what becomes of these sailors in 
winter. The answer seems to be that 


the ordinary deck hands are apt to |! 

found almost anywhere on the Island 
as janitors, coal-wagon drivers, snow- 
shovelers; that the chefs get jobs in 
apartment kitchens; and that the real 
sailors (which includes many of the 
skippers) have boats of their own 
down along the coast of Florida, 
where they take tourists out cruising 
realtors out fishing and (perhaps) ad 
venturous souls to the three-mile-limit. 
One progressive yacht captain we have 
heard of runs a flourishing tattooing 
business in Pensacola. 


Technicality 
RETURNING traveler circu- 


lates one of the most pleasing 
stories of the month—and the most 
difficult to believe. 

It began by his inadvertently for- 
getting to dispose of a bottle of rare 
liqueur which had been given him on 
sailing from Cherbourg. ‘The cus- 
toms inspector had the bad taste to 
discover the bottle just as a Prohibition 
agent wandered past; and the traveler 
was confronted with failure to declare 
the liqueur and violation of the 
Eighteenth Amendment. 

“That isn’t liquor,” he said. “It’s 
over a hundred years old. It’s an 
antique.” 

His story is, he got away with it. 

—TueE New Yorkers 
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THE LITTLE MAN 


EYOND my back garden rise 

the brick rears of apartments 

—fire escapes, small balconies, 
windows, people behind windows, 
flower pots on the ledges. And above 
is a little piece of sky. 

Things don’t change much out 
there in the rear. High board fences 
separate the gardens; each is com- 
plete, and things don’t change much. 

The short bald-headed man—he is 
always just sitting there over a draw- 
ing board by his ground floor window. 
The bare, dry-brown soil in his garden 
is like a cold uneaten wheat cake. He 
never pays much attention to the 
thrifty stout vine that starts in his 
garden and climbs a telephone wire. 
Very probably he doesn’t know that 
it climbs splendidly, lustily, dustily— 
three stories to the window of the 
room where the girl lives who is like 
a flower. The sketches of tall slim 
girls for department store advertise- 
ments take all his time. Furthermore, 
the unpedigreed black dog whose home 
is that garden would not allow the lit- 
tle man to come there, even to look 
at the vine which looks at the girl. 

From the second window to the 
right, one flight up, comes the sound 
of a piano, the sad arpeggios of an un- 
seen apprentice. ‘They don’t change 
much: they are melancholy on days 
when there is rain in the wind, and 
even when the gardens are full of 
sun and gold, they are sad notes. I 
have sometimes felt that it was be- 
cause of this music than the ailanthus 
tree, in the first garden to the left, 
trembles. 

Sometimes a moon comes into the 
little piece of sky. But I can’t see 
that it makes any difference in that 
world. It gives a different effect with- 
out really changing anything. Lights 
burn in the windows. The black dog 
stands vigil for the Maltese cat, 
which I have forgotten to mention, 
but which has for months walked 
statelily along the top of the fence 
just beyond the jumps of the black 
dog. The little man draws, the vine 
sucks strength from the hard dry soil, 
the piano plays, the ailanthus tree trem- 
bles, and the girl appears behind thin 
curtains of her lighted window; and 
her body is like a flower growing in 
a salt marsh, it is so beautiful. 

I said that things don’t change 
much. But wait. 





Last night I was gazing out at the 
little piece of sky when the ground- 
floor window opened softly and the 
short bald man thrust out his head. 
There was a stillness hanging over 
this part of the world. The piano 
had not begun. The black dog slum- 
bered in the yard, plain in the light 
from the moon. The ailanthus tree 
has nothing to feel sad about, for the 
shadow of its thin leaves on the brick 
wall was a still, untrembling shadow. 
























sQse4 


The vine climbed like 
a black snake, inter- 
minably up. There 
was no cat. And I 
really had never seen 
the place at all like 
this before. 


The littl man 
made no_ noise, but just thrust 
his head further out until the 


moon touched the bald spot and 
turned it into a silver halo. He held 
the drawing board under one arm, and 
although he was not dressed for travel 
he had the look of a man who was 
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about to go a great journey. Leaping 
nimbly to the top of the wall, he ran 
along to the far end, and whipped out 
a crayon. Below, the black dog slum- 
bered. 

“Pst, dog!” he said. And with 
seven strokes of his crayon he drew a 
Maltese cat, which he propped state- 
lily on the wall. The dog awoke and 
was satisfied with the picture, for he 
leapt toward it ineffectually, and kept 
leaping, just as he had done for 
months, as I told you. 

No sooner had he made the dog 
busy than the little man jumped down 
into the garden, seized hold of the 
vine, and with great alacrity started 
pulling himself up hand over hand— 
and he was strong enough to do it. 

When he reached the second win- 
dow to the right, one flight up, he 
paused. 

“Pst!” he said, and jerked his thumb. 
And the piano began, played by a lady 
who had never had a lover. It was 
the first time I had seen her. She 
was dressed in black and evidently was 
the owner of the Maltese cat, for it 
was sitting above her, turning the 
pages of the music for her with its 
tail. 

Not arpeggios, but rich harmonies 
from important symphonies came float- 
ing from the window. I had never 
heard better piano music in my life. 
The ailanthus tree was visibly affected, 
with sighs and tremblings. ‘The lit- 
tle man, as soon as he heard it, re- 
sumed his climbing, and he climbed 
fast and well. The dog continued to 
leap for the picture of the 
cat, and he leapt fast and 
well, but not high enough. 

The vine, as you know, 
terminates in the win- 
dow of the girl who is 
_like a flower. And see- 
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“But don’t you get a feeling of MOVEMENT!” 


“Er— yes, 1 guess so. 
“Well, there you are!” 


ing the little man climbing up, going 
high and still higher, I quivered, and 
my heart beat in the excitement of so 
strange a change in the world. Things 
that were loud grew louder. Things 
that were fast grew faster. The piano 
swelled to unbelievable crescendos; the 
dog leapt with impossible leaps, but 
never high enough; the tree shook 
so violently that several leaves were 
torn loose and fluttered down into the 
second yard to the left. The cat on 
the piano lashed its tail, turning the 
pages of music so fast no one could 
possibly have seen the notes. And in 
the strip of sky, above all, the moon 
came more fiercely and more brightly 
through. 

When he reached the top of the 
vine, the little man opened the win- 
dow, climbed in, and with all the 
force that was in him kissed the girl. 
I can tell you it was a sight to see. 
with all that music, with that dog 
jumping, with that tree letting go its 
yellow leaves in the moonlight. It 
was a kiss to see! 

When he climbed back down a few 
minutes later, there was dust on his 
pants from the vine, and the round 


bald-spot on his head was tan from so 
close an exposure to the moon. And 
there was a brightness in his eyes. 
And when I ‘awoke this morning, 
with sore throat and fever, I didn’t 
much care about being sick. Even 
when I looked out my rear window 
and saw the little fellow, just as al- 
ways, still drawing pictures of slim 
tall girls for department store adver- 
tisements. —E. B. W. 


OUT-OF-TOWNER 


IS distinguishing trait—as op- 
posed to the dyed-in-the-wool 


New Yorker—is, primarily, 
that he knows the town from A to Z. 
He has viewed all the plays, visited 
every night club, done Chinatown, 
and hasn’t missed a “sight” from the 
Aquarium to the Yankee Stadium. 
He knows the exact address of Texas 
Guinan’s new rathskeller and where 
Mrs. Lennox Uppeldyke is spending 
the week-end, the reason why Theo- 
dore left the Ritz and the favorite 
perfume of the third blonde from 
the left in the Jewel number of the 





“Scandals,” the best place to buy load- 
ed cigars and the phone number of 
the nearest all-night bootlegger. 
What’s more, he admits it. 

He can tell you the history of 
Dirty Joe’s, the name of the city’s 
first bartender, and what formerly 
occupied the site of the Biltmore. 
And as for dates, he’s literally stuffed 
full of them. He is able to spot Peg- 
gy Joyce at a glance and knows, too, 
who her latest husband is. He even 
remembers what they call the coat- 
room boy at Lucatelli’s. 

He relishes, in the current slang, 
the latest wheeze and catch-phrase, 
and happily contrives to keep most 
of the hotels, restaurants, and movie 
palaces packed, as well as contribut- 
ing to the rentals of many of the shops 
along the leading thoroughfares. In- 
deed, of recent years, he has grown 
to be a Metropolitan essential, leaving 
in his wake a long trail of crisp green 
bills. 

He has turned Fifth Avenue from 
a lane of brownstone dwellings into 
a highway of towered skyscrapers, 
and has crowded to the point of su- 
persaturation the stretches of Broad- 
way. Through him, likewise, has 
that most typically modern of institu- 
tions — the delicatessen store — not 
merely appeared upon the Gotham 
scene but has flourished, in addition, 
with ever-increasing and profitable 
demand. 

He fills the roof gardens and con- 
gests the traffic. The subways and 
“L’s” know him, too. He has stalked 
the wary Chippendale on Lexington 
and Fourth, and down dim side streets 
he has snared the First Edition. Be it 
Childs or the Ambassador, he is per- 
fectly at home. Be it uptown or 
down, he is equally in evidence. His 
sojourns will last anywhere from a 
few hours to a lifetime. Perhaps, 
even longer. 

In the twinkling of a night he 
changes from a “newcomer” to an 
“old hand,” from a “fall guy” to a 
“live wire.” Assimilation is in truth, 
his middle name. Open-hearted, 
glad-eyed, two-fisted, red-blooded, 
hustling, bustling, ready-for-a-big- 
time, whoop-her-up out-of-towner. 


—CHARLEs G. SHAW 


SOUNDS LIKE FLORIDA 


Eight acres just off East Boundary 
for sale——high and dry for this week 
onlv.—Georgia paper. 
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“And ina wink he was higher than a church steeple.” 
“Aw Gee, mother, I thought you were going to read a fairy story. 
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HEN the 
first in- 
stalment 


of Anita Loos’ “Gentlemen Prefer 
Blondes” appeared in Harper's Bazar, 
there were ahead of the book many 
of the unexpected and capricious 
perils that so often beset the 
birth of a masterpiece, but it rose to 
its present enormous success under 
that same mysterious star of destiny 
that has guided Anita Loos with un- 
failing steadfastness throughout her 
brilliant ascent from stage child in a 
San Diego stock company to a place 
among the first humorists of the land. 
Indeed any biographer of Anita Loos, 
in considering her career, her talents, 
her mode of life, and her amiably 
lawless personality, must be deeply im- 
pressed with the baffling aura of para- 
dox that has enveloped her since early 
childhood. She never did anything 
according to convention, tradition, 
code, or Hoyle, in her life—either as 
a writer or as a woman—and yet ev- 
erything she has ever put a hand to has 
turned to gold, metaphorically and 
actually. She grew up in the “loose” 
and “immoral” atmosphere of stage 
and studio life, and the baneful results 
on her character are a high but not 
priggish sense of personal integrity and 
a spotless reputation. She has told me 
that for all the pitfalls promised a 
young girl on the stage by 
moralist and minister, she has 
never even been “insulted.” 
Which, to her, is in the nature 
of a very southpaw compli- 
ment. She has never starved 
in a garret for Art, never sup- 
ported her poor old mother, 
never struggled for years with- 
out recognition, never sacri- 
ficed herself or anybody else 
on the altar of duty, and never 
indentured herself to any of 
the Nine Muses. In thus vi- 
olating all the maxims of suc- 
cess, in denying the wholesome 
influences of home and hearth, 
in ignoring the principles of 
American Womanhood, in 
short by always being a charm- 
ing little anarchist, she has con- 
stituted herself a living affront to Ho- 
ratio Alger, The American Magazine, 
and the Girl Scouts. And all she has 
got to show for it is wealth, fame, and 
sel f-respect. 

The paradox, happily, does not end 
there. Her astonishing success has 
neither intoxicated her ego nor filled 
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her with false modesty. Instead, she 
views her vast and meteoric reputation 
with a kind of skeptical awe, only half 
believing in its authenticity. This is 
partly due to her stern ability as a 
self-critic, which tells her that she is 
over-rated, and partly to a seemingly 
invincible shyness. Had she wished 
to be lionized on her trip abroad this 
summer, all Europe lay at her feet. 
The stage was set for it: her book had 
been the ranking best seller for a year; 
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her own dramatization of it was about 
to appear on Broadway and four road 
companies were preparing to invade 
the provinces; the movie rights had 
enriched her more than the aggregate 
of her years of scenario writing in 
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Hollywood; her 
second book about 
Lorelei and Dor- 
othy was already appearing serially; 
in the mad search for still another me- 
dium of expression, the blonde little 
gold-digger began appearing in a comic 
strip. 

Nor was the advance fanfare of 
fame confined to America. “Gentle- 
men Prefer Blondes” had been trans- 
lated into all the Western European 
languages (including the inevitable 
Scandinavian), with the exception of 
French, where the struggle to adapt 
idiomatic Broadwayese to the corre- 


sponding argot of the Parisian boule- 


vards was still baffling the native 
masters of dialect. This, however, 
did not prevent the original Ameri- 
can version from enjoying a brisk ac- 
quaintance among the French cognos- 
centi, who naively identified Lorelei 
with the generic type of young Ameri- 
can womanhood. 

Moreover, in England, Anita Loos 
had already been “‘three-sheeted” by 
the intellectuals and the royal family 
on a scale that would have filled a 
paid press agent with envy. Aldous 
Huxley sought her out as the only 
woman in America he wanted to 
meet; Arnold Bennett and H. G. 
Wells took her with the utmost pater- 


nal seriousness—Wells going so far ' 


as to caution her privately against 
writing another purely humorous book, 
lest her satirico-sociological gifts be 
lost to serious literature. The Prince 
of Wales, it is said, distributed sixteen 
copies of her minor masterpiece among 
his friends, and King George himself 
had the book prescribed for him by 
the royal physician as a spe- 
cific antidote for general 
strike melancholia. When 
Miss Loos came to Lon- 
don, her arrival was her- 
alded by a flotilla of sand- 
wich men, patrolling their 
beats from the upper 
Strand to Leicester Square. 

Here, surely, was a “‘set- 
up” for public recognition, 
but Anita Loos is no pub- 
licity seeker. She is too old 
a hand at the movie game not to know 
the urgency of “pushing your vogue,” 
but she cares so little about it that 
she preferred to remain four months 
in Europe virtually incognito. 

The professional career of Anita 
Loos began at the age of five in a 
stock company production of “Little 
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Lord Fauntleroy” in San Diego, and 
she knew the trials of being a stage 
child for nearly ten years. She didn’t 
like acting, and was only too glad when 
she was out of a part and could spend 
her time among the fakirs, freaks, and 
concessionaires who made their pre- 
carious and romantic livelihood in her 
father’s nomadic street fair. So in- 
stead of learning about life from par- 
ental precept, school teachers, parsons 
and books, she studied it in the raw, 
and at the feet of Masters—such as 
“glommers,” “slum peddlers,” bark- 
ers, slickers, and chalk men. Un- 
doubtedly, this liberal if unorthodox 
education accounts for her shrewd 
sense of human nature in the lower 
strata, and her ability somehow to 
achieve an extraordinary verisimilitude 
out of farcical material. Her new 
book, now running in Harper’s Ba- 
zar serially, recounts the cream of 
her experience among these strange 
folk, embellished by the superbly “un- 
reefined” Dorothy, who is a true sis- 
ter under the skin to Anita Loos her- 
self, 


ER FIRST literary effort, made 

. A at the age of twelve, wona school 
prize essay contest, in which she set 
forth the preposterous contention that 
her life ambition was to become a 
ship’s architect. Its cool effrontery be- 
witched the judges just as she had 
foreseen, for what she lacked in lit- 
erary craft at that time, she made up 
by a faultless sense of showmanship. 
Fired by this easy victory, she began 
submitting pieces for a series of prize 
contests conducted by the New York 
Evening Telegram, and won the 
money with such monotonous regular- 
ity that the Telegram put her on sal- 


ary to conduct a humorous column— 
an extraordinary tribute to an un- 
known kid writing three thousand 
miles from her market. 


T THE same time she began ex- 

perimenting with scenarios which 
she sent to D. W. Griffith. He was ma- 
king half-reel slapstick comedies and 
full reel “dramas” in those days of 
moving picture nonage, and found 
the Loos’ manuscripts better adapted 
for the screen than the dime novels 
whose situations he lifted, and their 
comedy gags vastly superior to the 
stuff he was in the habit of culling 
from joke books. He used to pay 
fifteen dollars apiece for the ideas, 
and finally, convinced that she pos- 
sessed a genuine comic gift, sent for 
her to come and see him in Los An- 
geles. 


ISS LOOS arrived at the Griffith 

studio under the chaperonage of 
her mother. The.studio official who 
met them mistook Mrs. Loos for her 
daughter and began complimenting 
her on her talent. Mrs. Loos ex- 
plained his error, but the official, un- 
able to believe that the child beside 
her was the author of such ribald 
gags, suspected a hoax. His cordiali- 
ty dissolved into the professional: cold- 
ness of the stage doorman, and the pair 
were politely dismissed. But Griffith 
himself, appearing at the moment, 
chased them down the street, and, 
convinced that the prodigy before him 
was really Anita Loos, offered her a 
job. 

Her mother, however, objecting 
to the atmosphere of studio life 
(which was then considered to be sev- 
eral cuts below stage life), refused 
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the offer and made her daughter re- 
turn to the stock company in San 
Diego. 

Anita at once set about circumvent- 
ing her parents with a bit of slightly 
complicated but superb strategy. She 
was captain of her soul, all right, but 
being under age, not yet legally mas- 
ter of her fate. So she ran off and 
married the orchestra leader (a mar- 
riage that was to be of short dura- 
tion) and, thus emancipated, went to 
Los Angeles and again presented her- 
self to Griffith. He gave her a job 
writing titles at twenty-five dollars 
a day for every day she worked, and 
increased her emolument from scena- 
rios by five dollars a half reel. But 
he did not lay exclusive claim to her 
services, so she wrote on the side for 
Mack Sennett, and some of the most 
risible and risqué gags in the old 
Keystone comedies betray the gay, 
Rabelaisian touch of Anita Loos. 


BSERVE that at this time, while 

still in her early teens, Anita Loos 
had reached an incredibly precocious 
and sophisticated maturity—largely by 
the simple expedient of escaping a 
formal education. Instead of tread- 
ing the rough road which begins with 
the parochial ideas and ideals learned 
on or over the maternal knee, and 
winds through the mazes of intellec- 
tual disenchantment to the contem- 
porary civilized view of the world as 
composed of green cheese and apple- 
sauce, Anita started out by believing 
that life was a gigantic gag, planted, 
built up, and capped by a grotesque 
custard pie death—an elaborate piece 
of hokum in which all the violence 
and all the tragedy could be easily 
converted into good slapstick by the 





“Now then—what color do I paint the sunset?” 
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“Now, dearie, he ain’t so bad, really. He ain’t stingy an’ he’s got a big Fiat an? he’s 
gonna drive us down to Princeton for the Y ale-Harvard Game.” 


exercise of a little imagination and 
humor. If it was “sincere hokum” 
(the inspired Loos definition of art), 
so much the better, for then life imi- 
tated art with a vengeance. 

While working with Griffith, she 
met John Emerson, and from their 
collaboration emerged not only some 
of the best Douglas Fairbanks and 
Talmadge pictures, but a great deal of 
the pioneering technique of scenario 
writing. Emerson invented many of 
the stock devices now used in con- 
tinuities, and Anita Loos’ fertile brain 
supplied a good deal of the technical 


lingo. 


Y 1919, the two of them had 
reached such a dizzy eminence in 
motion pictures that they decided to 
produce for themselves. Further to ce- 


ment the partnership, they got mar- 
ried, and if the John Emerson-Anita 
Loos Productions were not a howling 
success (understand, they did not lose 
money; Anita never does), their mar- 
riage was and has been ever since. 
They were the first celebrated couple 
to try the perilous experiment of liv- 
ing in separate apartments, but the 
system broke down for gastronomic 
reasons. He had a chef who claimed 
he had learned his art in France, ne- 
glecting to add that it was on kitchen 
police duty in the A.E.F., and after 
three or four months’ punishment, 
Emerson suggested that they call off 
the experiment in the interests of his 
digestion. They have maintained two 
establishments many times since, but 
never apart. 

Meanwhile, the devastating bore- 





dom of the films began to infect them 
both with a kind of occupational di- 
sease which Miss Loos classifies as 
“Hollywood nostalgia.” They vowed 
never to write any more scenarios un- 
less pressed for money, and from the 
royalty checks they receive from their 
three stage plays (which flopped on 
Broadway but recouped in the prov- 
inces) and the multifarious returns 
from “Gentlemen Prefer Blondes,” 
they probably never will. At present 
writing those who claim to have the 
inside facts say that 200,000 copies of 
the book have been sold, and that with 
the foreign rights, the cinema version 
to come, the play on Broadway, and 
four road companies now playing in 
the provinces, the sum total of the 
“Gentlemen Prefer Blondes” profits 
may well net their creator one million 
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dollars before all is said and done. 
John Emerson has his hands full, too, 
running the Actors’ Equity Associa- 
tion, where he has been chiefly con- 
cerned in mediation proceedings. The 
two had planned to spend the coming 
winter between their house in Rye 
and their New York apartment, but 
because of John Emerson’s health 
they have recently decided to winter 
in California where Miss Loos must 
superintend the education of Dorothy 
and see that she is as brilliantly mar- 
ried as her girl friend Lorelei. 


Anita Loos is one of the few wom- 
en writers whose constant and invinc- 
ible charm is magnified in private life. 
In fact, When posterity has had its 
say, and she is elevated by some Gil- 
bert Seldes to the vacant niche now 
waiting for an Eighth Lively Art, it 
will be discovered that she is a greater 
personality than she is a writer. Her 
conversation is as spontaneous, witty, 
and slyly subtle as her writing (when 
two or three are gathered together, for 
large audiences appall her), but its 
charm is enhanced by her personal 
and pictorial magnetism, to say noth- 
ing of the greater freedom she enjoys 
with no public or editorial censor to 
worry about. 


It is with trepidation that I record 
my belief that Anita Loos is essen- 
tially romantic and domestic at heart. 
Nevertheless, all the evidence points 
to it. In spite of her social popularity 
and the wide range of her acquain- 
tance, which runs the gamut from 
male milliners to royalty, she seems 
surfeited with being on display and 
prefers to stay at home. Else why 
her joyous preoccupation with the de- 
tails of her household, why her inflex- 
ible rule always to leave a party at 
twelve-thirty, and, above all, why her 
constant but cleverly dissembled con- 
cern for the welfare of John Emer- 
son? Like all unsentimental roman- 
tics, she would be the first to laugh 
off the idea that she possessed any of 
the bourgeois virtues, but they can be 
dissected out of her character for all 
their picaresque disguise. 

—Epwarp E. Paramore, JR. 


OF ALL THINGS 


HE SUPREME Court’s decision 
that the President may oust an 
appointee bears the familiar words, 
“Brandeis and Holmes dissenting.” 
Those two eminent justices have now 
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“Well, yow ll never guess who this is!” 


issued enough dissenting opinions to 
make an entire government—which, 
to our prejudiced notion, would be 
about eighteen per cent better than 
the one we have. 


Like the President, we believe 
firmly in the honesty and integrity of 
American manufacturers. We there- 
fore do not expect that the overpro- 
duction of cotton will lower the price 
of strictly all-wool suits and absolutely 
pure olive oil. 


According to the latest Pennsylva- 
nia court decision, the Sesquicenten- 
nial may not open on Sunday, but an 
appeal has been filed. Even so, the 
question will probably be settled as 
soon as the Sesqui’s debts are. 


Brock Pemberton announces that he 
intends to put on a regular play at 
midnight. Our unofficial estimate is 
that the curtain will be fifteen minutes 
late and the audience about twenty 
minutes late. 

* 

The Central Telegraph Office of 

London has accepted a radiogram for 


Mars at the regular long distance rate 
of eighteen pence per word. Our idea 


cf a cosmic jest would be to send 
Mars this message—collect—This is 
the best of all possible worlds. Earth.” 


The W.C.T.U. of Kokomo is 
distressed about the rumor that Marie 
smokes cigarettes and _ earnestly 
pleads: “Say it ain’t so, Queen.” If 
Her Majesty wanted to be snooty about 
it she would answer: “So’s your old 


Klan.” 


Within a couple of weeks three 
books have appeared telling the real 
truth about George Washington. All 
are now remarking how much better 
Father looks with his rococo off. 


The ending of the campaign must 
be a great relief to Republican babies. 
They can now take their daily tipple 
of milk without any feeling of dis- 
loyalty to the party of Lincoln, Mills, 
Vare and Secretary Wilbur. 


Now that the election is over, we 
should all try to forget things said in 
the heat of the campaign. For our 
part we choose to forget the Herald 
Tribune’s charge that Tammany stole 
the water out of the Ashokan Reser- 
voir. —Howarp BruBaKER 
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HOW | BROUGHT 
SOCIETY TO ITS SENSES 


§ COPY writer in the firm of 

A Jones & Jones, Counselors to 

Commerce, it was with a feel- 

ing of exaltation, not unmixed with 

reverence, that I learned that I was 

to handle the merchandising of Mrs. 
Ladily’s Book of Etiquette. 

That Mrs. Ladily, the distinguished, 
exclusive, still beautiful darling of 
society should have consented to write 
a book was astounding. Only her gen- 
erous nature, her innate thoughtful- 
ness for others had allowed her to do 
it. My own eyes filled when I thought 
of that proud, sensitive thoroughbred 
undergoing all the publicity that would 
be inevitable. 

My first impulse was to shield her. 
“Must we,” I cried impulsively, 
“Must we publish her name? Can 
we not describe the book as the work 
of an anonymous gentlewoman?” 

Mr. Jones gave me an odd look. 
Doubtless, he had not expected chiv- 
alry or the finer feelings from one of 
humble upbringing. 

“You poor ass!” was all he said. 

Eagerly seizing the volume he had 
flung upon my desk, I devoured it at 
once. I was uplifted by the lofty 
beauty of the life it outlined. How 
wonderful and gracious a thing exis- 
tence would be if people behaved as 
Mrs. Ladily prescribed! Like a man 


inspired, I dashed off a bit of sample 
copy. It began—“AND NOW YoU 








TOO can have the charm, the power 
to fascinate that so exquisitely dis- 
tinguishes the woman of position! 
Gentle breeding is no longer the heri- 
tage of Society alone—” 


i-. to test its effect upon 
the ultimate consumer, I showed 
it to ene of the stenographers. She 
read it through to the end, and ex- 
claimed, laughingly, “Applesauce!” 

Tremendously encouraged, I began 
work on my plans. “Inspiration For- 
tified by Research” is the slogan of 
Jones & Jones, and I dared not fail 
it. Obviously, my first step was an 
investigation of the market. Rumors 
had reached my middle-class ears 
that the demand for good man- 
ners had fallen off. If this were 
true, how glorious to put over 
a campaign that would re- 
instate them in the polite 
world. I was resolved to 
sell Society itself, if need be, on eti- 
quette. 

Acting at once with my _ habitual 
resourcefulness, I applied at the Ritz 
for a job as extra waiter for the night 
of Mrs. Conserve’s dinner and dance 
to introduce her young daughter, Vio- 
let. 

The night of the party, I was at 
my post early. Nervously, I waited, 
pulling on glove after glove. At five 
minutes before eight, I whispered to 
myself, “Only five minutes and I will 
actually see them.” (For I knew from 
Mrs. Ladily’s chapter on Punctuality, 
that in the haut monde one is never 
late for dinner.) Five minutes passed, 
no guests. Then fifteen, then fifty. I 
consulted my pocket calendar. Was 
this, indeed, the right night? At nine 
a few people arrived. By ten, enough 
had turned up to make it worth while 
sitting down. 

I sighed silently. Rumor 
then had not been unfounded. 
The old standards were slip- 
ping. 

It was my task, with six as- 
sistants, to keep the champagne 
glasses constantly filled. How 
we toiled! 

As I made my appointed 





(f MORE To BE PITIED THAN CENSURED 


rounds, I watched the 


THESE PEOPLE AREN'T SO BAD 
THEY JUST HAVEN'T READ 


MRS. LADILY’S BOOK OF ETIQUETTE. | — 


ALL BOOK STORES -$6.00 
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diners with an eagle eye. I wondered 
at their ease and poise—those twin 
hallmarks of the gently reared. But I 
could not fail to observe that there 
was a shade too much ease, and not 
quite enough poise. Even Freddy 
van Stymie more than once overturned 
his glass of water, and seemed to have 
some difficulty keeping on his chair. 

After dinner, more guests arrived 
for dancing. I hovered near the 
stag line, to catch what conversation 
I could and overheard one superbly 
nonchalant exchange of remarks. 

“Spoken to the hostess?” 

“Who's that?” 

“The old hippo over there in her 
grandmother’s gold bedspread.” 
{nstinctively, I put out my hand 
to avert the blow I felt must fol- 
low. No aristocrat could ignore 
such an affront to Woman- 
Ze hood and to Hospitality, but 
the first man merely gave 
a short brutal laugh. 

Wounded, discouraged, I stumbled 
out to a small balcony. I had to think. 
It was far, far worse than I had 
dreamed. Was the whole thing worth 
while? A light girlish voice broke in 
on my meditations. 

“Hey, waiter, gotta light?” I was 
not alone in that quiet, dim retreat. 
Violet Conserve was there, too, sitting 
upon the unsteady knee of Mr. van 
Stymie. 


I DO NOT remember anything for 
a few hours. I came to with the 
salty air from the river blowing in my 
face; I must have been walking all 
night. I looked at the dark water 
which seemed to beckon me. On that 
lonely dock, I fought my fight and 
the forces of Manhood and Advertis- 
ing finally won. I would see the 
thing through, I would storm the very 
heart and stronghold of consumer re- 
sistance, I would sell the Book of Eti- 
quette to Park Avenue first! 

For a task so monumental, I de- 
cided to discard all known and tested 
methods. My first move was to take 
a box at the opera for the rest of the 
season. I placed in it six well-dressed 
people. During the performance, 
they chatted as noisily as the other box 
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holders, but during the intermissions, 
they sat silent while they unrolled 
over the edge of the box a small ban- 
ner bearing this legend: 


More To Be Pit1ep THAN 
CENSURED 
These people aren’t so bad. They just 
haven’t read 
Mrs. LapiLty’s Book oF ETIQUETTE 
All Book Stores—$6.00 


For two weeks, I hired a table dur- 
ing the lunch hour at the smart world’s 
favorite restaurant and engaged four 
young and personable women to sit 
there. 

As each newcomer entered the 
room, my girls made audible and can- 
did comment upon his or her appear- 
ance, reinforcing their remarks with 
neat bits of scandal. Waiters in the 
meanwhile handed to guests at the 
other tables some handsomely en- 
graved cards reading: “Do not be too 
severe in your thoughts of these young 
ladies. They neglected to read Mrs. 
Ladily’s Book of Etiquette. At all 
stores, $6.00.” 

I also arranged to have a fleet of 
fine cars appear every afternoon on 
Park and Fifth Avenues. In the back 
cf each car were a young man 
and woman, clasped in a sweet em- 
brace. 

At every block, the chauffeur an- 
nounced through a megaphone, ““These 
ycung people don’t mean a thing. They 
simply don’t know how to behave. 
Mrs. Ladily’s Book of Etiquette is on 
sale everywhere for $6.00.” 

I gradually increased my company 
of actors, adding a number who bore 
a striking resemblance to some of our 
most photographed blue bloods. I 
also grew subtler. Not always did the 
spoken or written word explain the 
misbehaviors of my little troupe. It 
was not needed, for so etiquette-con- 
scious had New York become that 
wherever bad manners appeared, it 
was assumed to be part of my adver- 
tising. 


oo" began to be uneasy. 
Women of distinction could be 
seen eyeing each other suspiciously. 
Clubmen looked at clubmen askance. 
They suspected everyone of being in 
my employ. 

It was reported that Reggie Love- 
grove had hesitated before going 
to a dance uninvited. There was a 
rumor too that Adele Vanderwater 
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“Whoops! There goes me muff!” 
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had introduced a young man to her 
poor cousin. The story ran like wild- 
fire through the town that the peren- 
nial wallflower, Patience Willings, 
had been danced with three times in 
one evening. Everywhere, acts of un- 
expected gentle breeding were ob- 
served and in an incredibly short time 
all society was behaving very politely. 

My Vision had been justified. My 
Dream was an actuality. But in spite 
of the fame and wealth that poured in 
upon me from all sides, I can truly 
say that my greatest reward came when 
I overheard Mr. van Stymie, on be- 
ing invited to dinner, reply, “Thank 
you.” —Acnes Rocers Hype 


CONFESSION 


Though earn- 
Estly 
I yearn 
To be 
As fair 
A man 
As ere 
I can, 
I'll not 
Profess 
To spot- 
lessness. 
For pearls 
And trash 
And worlds 
Of cash 
A lust- 
Fulness 
I must 
Confess; 
As ins- 
Stance of 
These sins 
I love— 
This terse, 
Iam- 
Bic verse, 
I am 
Afraid 
*S a sign 
I’m paid 
By line. 
—FILLMorRE Hype 


ASTONISHING PRECOCITY 


Born to Mr. and Mrs. Herbert P. 
Thompson a fine boy Wednesday morn- 
ing. After the baby was born he went 
downtown and the boys celebrated the 
occasion by burning his hat.—Missouri 


paper. 
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OF PATIENCE 


P IN the country now called Nova Scotian, 
Where once Evangeline gazed at the ocean, 
Under a moon that was dizzy with brightness 
Jobab and Patience embraced with fierce tightness. 
’Round them the bovines were lowing most sweetly; 
Patience winked back all her tear-drops quite featly. 
“Jobab, my hero, my very adored one,” 
Said she in tones that would never have bored one, 
“Go, if you must, to the City of Cities, 
“Show them that you can compose fulsome ditties. 
“T shall remain with my father and cattle 
“While you are fighting in Life’s greatest battle. 
“Always your picture I'l] keep in my heart here, 
“Though, I confess, I should rather not part, dear.” 
Gave he her lips then a smack most resounding, 
And to the station he sadly went bounding. 
Bright in their hearts burned affection undying— 
Jobab was moist-eyed, and Patience was crying. 
Passed then some years, as is always their habit, 
During which Life dealt out punches called rabbit, 
Pounding poor Jobab from corner to corner 
Till he was forced to sell hats Truly Warner 
And in his bosom faint melodies hatching 
Died to the rhythm of nocturnal scratching. 
Up in the Northland fair Patience was waiting, 
Bright-eyed with hopes for a Jobabish mating. 
Came to her door then a mailman quite breathless 
Bearing a letter that smacked of fame deathless. 
“I,” so wrote Jobab, “am busy creating 
“Music that should set a chorus gyrating 
“Over the stage of the Garden called Winter— 
“The Shuberts, I hope, will star Mary Miles Minter.” 
Wrinkled in thought grew fair Patience’s nose then, 
Quoth she, “If that’s how my Jobab’s wind blows, then 
“T shall go forth and give Shubert an earful. 
“Mary Miles Minter, indeed!”—she waxed tearful— 


THE TOUCHING ROMANCE 





AND JOBAB 


“Show will I Jobab that I’m a gogetter 

“Who but myself should sing Joe’s operetta?” 
Hied she, with spirits that might be styled prancing 
Straight to the city of Wayburnish dancing. 
Donned she her rompers and kicked and coquetted, 
Twisted and gamboled and panted and sweated. 
Took she a room in the musical region, 

Yodelled and yipped with the rest of the legion, 
Training—or straining—her voice under teachers 
Who had survived generations of screechers. 
Always she sought for some trace of her lover— 
He, as it happened, remained under cover. 

None of the Shuberts had heard of his talents. 
Though they approved of her figure’s trim balance. 
Jobab had moved, and her letters returning 

Week after week dulled the edge of her yearning. 
Met she one day, in an office marked “Booking,” 
Mister McFishbein, who spent his time looking 
Out for a maid who could make his heart flutter 
And help him dispose of his profits from butter. 
“Mac,” as fair Patience quite artlessly called him, 
Found that her cutenesses simply enthralled him— 
So, in the course of events very human, 

Patience in sables and pearls started bloomin’. 
Mac was succeeded by Johnnie and Casper; 
Patience, dear child, played them both for a gasper. 
Walked she one day to a men’s haberdasher 
Seeking a tie for her newest, named Asher. 
Jobab looked up from his hat-counter, saw her, 
Opened his eyes and observed Asher paw her; 
Patience in time chanced to look at the hatter, 
Smiled just a bit—and returned to her chatter. 

And, when old Asher chirped, “Come along Ducky!” 
Jobab and Patience said, “God, but I’m lucky!” 


—Stuart H. HAwkKINs 
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QUAINT DOMESTIC DIFFICULTIES IN “‘THE CAPTIVE” 


Something has been said to Irene (Helen Menken) with flowers of which her hus- 
band Jacques (Basil Rathbone) cannot approve, and he’s putting down his foot, as 
well as his hand, against unfair competition. 
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N “Daisy MayMeE”, at the Play- 
| house, George Kelly has done an- 

other of his minutely detailed, 
solio-print, family group photographs. 
The actual story it tells is slight. Chiff 
Mettinger, a bachelor, forty-two, the 
burden bearer of his family, has taken 
his orphaned niece to Atlantic City, 
where they have made friends with 
Daisy Mayme Plunkett. ‘They bring 
her back home to stay with them for 
a few weeks. Cliff’s two surviving 
sisters decide she is going to entrap 
him into marrying her, try to prevent 
her, parade the possessive acquisitive 
attitude of married sisters toward a 
prosperous brother in a droll and sorry 
pageant, and succeed in promoting a 
marriage which might not have hap- 
pened otherwise. 

“Daisy Mayme” is more like Mr. 
Kelly’s “Show Off” than his “Craig’s 
Wife,” but to me it is not quite so 
successful simply because Daisy May- 
me, the kind, canny, ordinary little 
woman who is its central character, 
is not as good theatrical material as 
was the Show Off himself. One al- 
ways laughed at Aubrey (the Show 
Off); one seldom laughs at Daisy 
Mayme. She is too likable. Nor does 
one laugh with her, for while she is 
considered “a scream” by her friends 
as a humorist, she is merely exactly 
as funny as a small town life-of-the- 
party is apt to be. 

This is not to be taken as disparage- 
ment of the new play, however. 
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SOME KELLY, SOME CUL- 
TURAL DRAMA, AND A 
SNACK OF MACK 


“Daisy Mayme” towers above any 
other comedy of thé season, above 
every other play, except “Broadway.” 

Its kinship with “Craig’s Wife” is 
shown principally in the obvious de- 
light Mr. Kelly again takes in scenes 
in which one character tells another 
exactly where to get off. I do not 
know Mr. Kelly, but I picture him as 
a rather mild gentleman given to 
savage, secret indignations and fond 
of muttering to himself long speeches 
in which he recites to the objects of 
those indignations the exact appraisal 
of their meanness. I know, because 
I’m rather like that. In the midst 
of one of Mr. Kelly’s moments of 
violent stage truth-telling I’m apt to 
find myself saying, “Why, what is 
this like?” ‘Then I remember that 
it’s just like the things I planned to 
say—but never did, of course-—- 
to Uncle Augie Witherspoon, if he 
nagged once more at poor Aunt 
Sophie. 

Like all Mr. Kelly’s characters, the 
people in “Daisy Mayme” have many 
preoccupations besides the entangle- 
ment of Cliff, which is the main busi- 
ness of the play. They quarrel, and 
wheedle, and love, and are worried 
without any relation to that event. 
In fact, they live, and the most satis- 
factory bits of comedy in the play are 
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those which seem dropped inadvertent- 
ly from Mr. Kelly’s prodigal pen. 
Bits like that in which Laura Fenner 
(Alma Kruger), the acid sister, tells 
her daughter to follow Olly Kipax 
(Josephine Hull), the silly sister, up- 
stairs and not leave her alone a minute 
or she’ll start poking around. 

“Daisy Mayme” is a play I want to 
see several times. Can I say more? 


OBERT BROWNING, “writer 

of plays” (mostly unplayable) 
left notes for a play far more magni- 
ficent than was written by any Eng- 
lishman in his era, with its curious— 
and one cannot but feel, self-right- 
ecus—ignorance of dramatic tech- 
nique. He called the notes “The Ring 
and the Book.” From that series of 
monologues Arthur, Goodrich and 
Rose A. Palmer have, without any 
pyrotechnical inspiration, patched to- 
gether a very creditable acting play 
and called it “Caponsacchi,” in hon- 
or of Mr. Walter Hampden, who 
plays that character in it at the Hamp- 
den Theatre, and who has relegated 
“The Immortal Thief” to special ma- 
tinees for the purpose. 

It seems to me that it might have 
been christened “Pompilia” more fitly, 
for it is about Pompilia that the play 
revolves. Pompilia, if you remember 
your Browning, is the concentrated es- 
sence of the Victorian ideal. She is 
Amelia Sedley, she is Phronsie Pet- 
per, she is Elsie, she is Nydia, she is, 
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above all, Elizabeth Barrett Brown- 
ing. 

She is one of those helpless, an- 
gelic women who can cause as many 
deaths as a tong war by just going 
about their prayers. 

The rédle of Pompilia is per- 
fectly enacted in “Caponsacchi” by 
Edith Barrett, the very lovely grand- 
daughter of Lawrence Barrett, who 
created her first stir in theatrical cir- 
cles by appeasing Mr. Hampden’s urge 
for realism when she was lowered into 
the grave as the body of Ethel Barry- 
more’s Ophelia. 

Miss Barrett looks Pompilia to the 
life, and if she mews occasionally it 
is because the rdle mews. For all that, 
I do not think it can be denied that 
the men of the sixties knew a thing 
or two about what was appealing in a 
young female, and when Pompilia, a 
pale, fey, prescient child of a woman, 
married to a monster, turns frail, im- 
ploring hands to her “soldier priest,” 
Caponsacchi, one cannot wonder that 
they prove irresistible. 

All the best quotations from ““The 
Ring and the Book” are used, except 
“Lyric love, half angel and half bird,” 
which, you may remember, is a dedica- 
tion and couldn’t well have been in- 
cluded except by having a pre-pro- 
logue, and the play begins at 8:15 
as it is. 

The play includes, as I suppose was 
inevitable, one of those fiestas where 
a crowd of merrymakers go into con- 
vulsions over such wise cracks as 
“Life’s effervescent while there’s 
wine,” but it is soon over with. 

Mr. Hampden plays Caponsacchi 
with dignity and power but occasion- 
ally has an acute seizure of Palmy- 
Daysia. I will cite as an example the 
double-twisted, courtly, soldier-priest 
bow which he does over the hand of 
Pampilia at the close of the second 
act. 


HE WEEK had, of course, its 

quota of royalty on the Riviera 
but it cropped up in a strange quarter 
and without music. Such are many of 
the characters in “Saturday Night,” 
by Jacinte Benavente, the glamorous, 
if inchoate play which was the initial 
performance of the Civic Repertory 
Theatre on Fourteenth Street. 


The Civic Repertory, lest you 


should not know, is the project of Eva 
Le Gallienne, and it was only fitting 
that the splendid, indomitable Miss 
Le Gallienne should play “Saturday 


someone you can talk to. 
understand me at home, at all.” 


Night’s” protagonist, the splendid, in- 
domitable Jmperia. Imperia has begun 
her career as a starving artist’s model ; 
she ends it as Empress, in all but name, 
of Suavia. 

From my _ own observation of 
Miss Le Gallienne’s already incredible 
accomplishments, if she set her mind 
to becoming Empress of Suavia, Em- 
press of Suavia she would be, and to 
be convincing in the part cannot have 
beem difficult for her. In it she is 
also at her most beautiful. 

Besides performing other functions 
which it would be exhausting even to 
recount, Miss Le Gallienne directed 
“Saturday Night,” and directed it ex- 
ceedingly well. Many of the parts 
are cast in decidedly inferior material 
but the poetic quality of the play is 
preserved. The Civic Repertory prom- 
ises fine things. 

I want to commend a blessed ab- 
sence of program-notes underlining 
the symbolical quality of “Saturday 
Night.” You’re allowed to take your 
symbolism or leave it. 





“Gee, Ed, but it’s great to have 
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O END these paragraphs with a 

somersault let us turn to “The 
Noose” at the Hudson Theatre. It is 
by Willard Mack from a story by 
H. H. Van Loan. 

In the Governor’s chambers a plea 
is being made for the reprieve of a 
young gangster condemned to be 
hanged for murder. It develops in 
the course of conversation that the 
boy does not know his name or his 
origin. 

There are three people over forty 
on the stage. That gives you three 
guesses. Yes, you're right. It’s the 
Governor’s wife. 

The second act jumps back to the 
night of the boy’s crime in the office 
of a night club. It shows what 
“Broadway” might have been in slop- 
py hands. 

The whole tawdry story of it is 
told to an accompaniment of highly 
shocked moral sentiments which sound 
like nothing so much as the patter of 
the dowagers a few years ago when 
they used to say “And my dear! They 
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of the season of 
beauty: the exquisite 
crystallization of summer's 
verdant charm «ce the latest 
creation of Houbigant -La Belle Saison 


OUBIGANT 


PARIS 


Inscrutable Buddha. behind doors 
of red and gold, offers the 
perfume Subtilite. It is a 
sophisticated fragrance, 
enshrining the very 
spirit of this 
intensely- 
living 


“Things Perfumes 
/hisper” is a 
booklet that ap- 
peals to epicures 
of fragrance 
May we send it 
to you ? 
HOUBIGANT ine 
539 W.45 St 
New York 
Subtilité 
$12.50 
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Times Square, Times Square 
Melting-pot of classes, 

Oh, to see the Knickerbocker’s 
Tall, thin glasses, 

Opal-hued with fizzes 

Gold with amber Parr, 

And King Cole smiling 

In the Knickerbocker Bar. 


8 
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“Yes, this is certainly a year of football 
upsets,” says W. B. S., Yale ’16, “but 
there is one football upset I have per- 
manently done away with. Normal upsets 
occur on Saturdays, but the one I have 
obliterated takes place on Sunday morn- 
ing. Need I say more?” “You need,” we 
replied, and he proceeded. “By using 
Aquazone as a mixer, I find I can have 
the use of my mind—if I want it—on the 
morning after.” 


a so f 


The new jazz opera, “Deep River,” is 
another piece of evidence that the arid 
years of repression have accentuated a 
national desire for liquid. And this de- 
sire is reflected in the titles of other 
plays, besides the aforementioned, such as 
“Rain,” etc. No doubt we shall eventu- 
ally hear the opera “Aquazone,” unique 
among liquid operas because it will have 
a happy ending. 


t sy so 


We flatter ourselves that we can imagine 
the reviews; ‘“‘ ‘Aquazone,’ sparkling, full 
of thrills. A bubbling masterpiece. You 
will enjoy it without an aftermath head- 
ache the next morning.” 
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The little epitaph verse at the head of 
this column would seem to imply that 
good times are no more. To correct this 
erroneous impression we wish to cite an 
example to the contrary, namely, the 
Club Richman at 157 West Fifty-sixth 
Street. The melodious work of Harry 
Richman himself, and the presence of a 
capacity group of customers offer the 
wherewithal of merriment on any given 
evening. And among those present is 
Aquazone, which does its little part in the 
evening’s merriment, and its big part in 
mental comfort on the following morn- 
ing. 
bob + 


For further evidence that joy is not de- 
funct, try any good hotel, club, druggist, 
grocer or restaurateur. Most of them 
sell Aquazone. Or, if you wish a whole 
case of evidence, phone 
VANDERBILT 6434. 


Advertisement 


check their corsets in the cloak room!” 

Almost as bad a play as can be im- 
agined, ““The Noose” gives Rex Cher- 
ryman as Nickie Elkins, the gangster, 
an opportunity for a fine, taut per- 
formance. —CHARLES BRACKETT 





A NEW PARLOR GAME 


HE equipment for this game, 

which is called umbrella-in-the 

corner, is simple and not hard to 
obtain. It consists of an umbrella, a 
watch, and a husband. The husband 
is always “It.” 
The lady player conceals the first 
item in an upstairs bedroom. Where- 
upon, she examines the second item, 
notes the time to the second, and or- 
ders the third item to go upstairs and 
bring down the first. Some players 
believe that the higher the floor on 
which the bedroom is located the more 
sport to the game. But the majority 
stand out for the second floor, since 
the gropings, rattling, and rumbling 
of the search by the third item can 
then be more clearly heard and en- 
joyed. 
After the husband has been dis- 
patched some few minutes, a clarion 
call will float down, ‘“‘What corner is 
this blame umbrella in?” The proper 
answer then may be, “Oh, go on and 
look!” or ““That’s for you to find out.” 
The next hail from aloft will be, 
“Say, I’ve looked in all four corners.” 
To that the retort is, “Have you tried 
the closets?” ~. there are two closets 
in the bedroom that increases the pos- 
sible corners to eight, not counting 
jogs in the wall for pipes. 
The racket above increases, the sec- 
ond hand of the watch flies around, 
and excitement grows intense. At 
last the husband comes clumping 
downstairs, clutching the umbrella. 
“Sixteen and one-half minutes ex- 
actly,” the lady player times. “Bogey 
is fifteen minutes. I win by a minute 
and a half!” 
The lady player had then best take 
the umbrella and pretend she really 
wanted it. Otherwise the husband 
may not appreciate that the game is 
all in a spirit of fun. 


—FarrFax DownEY 
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Housework, general, girl wishes posi- 
tion or children, references—Morning 
newspaper. © 


Conflicting aspirations, we should 
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Ebb Tide in Skirts 


(HEE fast receding skirts re- 
quire smart and ever smarter 
shoes—shoes like Cousins Shoes— 
to set their mark on fashion’s chang- 
ing sands. 


The beautiful, strikingly individual 
models here in Cousins’ charming 
salon will delight you. You will 
find, too, that we make an art of 
fitting. 


Write for our booklet, ‘“The Subtle 
Art of Line,’’ which describes and 
illustrates many new fall styles. 
We fill mail orders promptly, assur- 
ing your complete satisfaction. 





JANE SANDAL—An aristocratic 


shoe, bench-made. 
Flesh French silk kid, silver kid 

trim and heel........... 24.00 
Patent Leather....... . 18.50 
Black velvet, black satin trim.. 18.50 


LA VERNE—A truly distinguished 
oxford. 
Genuine alligator, brown 
leather piping, Cuban heel... $18.50 
Autumn brown kid, brown 
suede quarter to match, 
brown kid piping. ...... 15.50 
Patent leather vamp, black 
suede quarter, patent leather 
piping......... nt - See 





oS && 1 Cousins 


EXCLUSIVELY FINE SHOES FOR WOMEN 
17 West ST*Street N.Y. 
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W YORKERS are said to be so blasé that, to confess to a thrill, 

is to commit a social faux pas. Yet numerous members of the 
select few have been caught off guard when listening to a Grebe 
Synchrophase. One social ‘‘war horse’? was overheard to exclaim, 
‘‘Marvelous!”’ and actually to blush at her error! 








It may be poor breeding to express other than polite interest in such 
things but the more-than-usual receptive qualities of the Synchro- 
phase cause even the most reserved of New Yorkers to ask such 


questions as: 


“Why is the tone so true to’ distant stations and then, by 
voiceorinstrument despitethe preventing others from inter- 
handicap of theloud speaker?” fering, amplify these feeble 
Because the Grebe Color- _ signals to good volume. 
tone makes one independent 
of the loud speaker, 

to tune a low-wave 


giving complete con- . 5 

RS id a trol of the clarity of zc! gaan (? -£), Station when all are —s-1-F Condensers Dial 
nat ge to — | the tone and its pitch. lie / usually so close to- oe... an tuning 
tone clear, true and na- ” quick and certain by 
gether * Because preventing crowding of 


tural. i} I} ol 
**How can the Syn- % onthe S-L-F Con- stations. 
chrophase bring in distant stations denser dials of the Synchrophase, 


with volume through powerful local Binocular Coils these stations are not any closer to- 
broadcasting?” Because Grebe Bi- bringin thedesired station; gether than high-wave stations, for all 


* : ent others from int ° ° 
nocular Coils catch signals from PRijue “™* °™ "stations are spaced at equal intervals. 


<M Cn atelte— -% 


“Why is it so easy 


Send for Booklet Y and learn why the Synchrophase can give 
such thrills as you’ve never received from radio before. 


A. H. Grebe & Co., Inc., 109 West 57th St., New York S&S he 
Factory: Richmond Hill, New York—Western Branch: 443 So. San Pedro St., Los Angeles, Cal. 


Be i ee I Oe 


“What the ear likes 
to hear is music.” 


CEE B Kuan Yi Wu 
Music from the 
Synchrophase de- 
lights the ear be- 
cause it is so true to 
the voice or instru- 
. $. Pat. ment that created it. 
All Grebe appara- 
Duals 


tus is covered by TRAOE MARK REG. U.S. PAT. OFF. 


an A gy This Company owns and operates stations WAHG and WBOQ 
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A REPORTER AT LARGE 


OMERVILLE,N.J. — There 

should be music. There really 

should be music: a slow, chant- 
ing march while Madame Justice 
stalks over to a handy corner and re- 
moves the bandage from her eyes and 
settles down for a comfortable death. 
The ancient dame, you see, is thor- 
oughly broken-hearted. For a long, 
long time she has claimed the star’s 
role in these splendid comedies which 
have for their setting a cool, marble 
courtroom, with a restless crowd, and 
droning speech, and twelve wise men 
sitting by to listen, and a prophetic 
shadow, as of a gallows, thrown mo- 
tionless against the back wall. 

But here in Somerville they would 
not even g.ve her a job as a voice off- 
stage. ‘They turned over ler oid, 
majestic part—which she had always 
performed with a fitting note of 
tragedy—to two gentlemen of the 
law who will play it out much in the 
tradition of “Madame X.” And they 
decided, at the last minute, that the 
shadow of the gallows would be quite 
too horrifying. So they dispensed with 
it. They even put supers in the wise 
men’s seats. The dear old madame, I 
think, can hardly be criticized for 
walking out. 

The performance will be interest- 
ing, of course, even without her. All 
of these modernist experiments are 
interesting. Of course, it will not 
have the element of suspense that 
Madame Justice used to provide in the 
good old days. We all know, at the 
rise of the first curtain, just how the 
play will end. But there promises to 
be some highly fascinating incidental 
divertisements. 


HIS TRIAL of Mrs. Hall, Hen- 

ry Stevens, and their half-wit 
brother provides fascination for the 
connoisseur of murder annals in sev- 
eral respects. It is the culmination of 
the most absorbing crime—considered 
qua crime—in American history. It 
brings into public view for the first 
time the most curious and baffling 
figure connected with the episode, 
Mrs. Hall herself. It makes clear to 
us once more how far the men of 
law will go to display their virtuosity 
when the limelight is upon them. And 
it gives us a new opportunity to ob- 
serve the futility of pursuing justice 
when justice is involved with politics, 
and personal ambitions, and the amaz- 


THE RITES OF JUSTICE 


ing stubbornness of small town gossip. 

Perceive the elements concerned: 
For four years the preponderance of 
public opinion has held Mrs. Hall te 
be involved in the murder of her hus- 
band and his paramour, with a variety 
of views concerning the implication 
of her cousin and her _half-wit 
brother. 

In the heat of the first chase, clues 
were wantonly destroyed, witnesses 
were bought or sent out of the country, 
practically every official investigator 
revealed private interests in the pur- 
suit of the culprit. There was an 
uncommon amount of official mud- 
dling, and finally the matter died out. 





A cheap little newspaper dug it up 
again a few months ago, shouted that 
Mrs. Hall was guilty, and demanded 
that she be hanged. 

A gentleman named Simpson, some- 
time firebrand of the New Jersey 
State Senate, Democratic party leader, 
criminal lawyer of some slight fame, 
was designated by the Governor to find 
all the evidence on Mrs. Hall, and to 
convict her if the evidence seemed 
enough. ‘This gentleman began his 
task at once by being ridiculous: he 
made pompous claims; he crowded 
the newspapers with doubtful discov- 
eries; he carried his ostentatious posing 
to such an extent that the people of 
the county first laughed at him and 
then despised him outright. Through 


their newspapers they ordered him to 
go home. ‘Through their newspapers 
they announced that they were sick 
of the Hall-Mills case, that they didn’t 
care who was guilty, that the trial 
would cost an immense amount of 
money and that the hanging of Mrs. 
Hall—or whoever else might be con- 
victed—wasn’t worth the expense. 

Thus, Mr. Simpson found himself 
placed in the attitude of the solitary 
crusader for the right: the lone sen- 
tinel guarding the integrity and maj- 
esty of the law. Of course, that was 
an excellent eminence from which 
to do battle. 

Already, indeed, he has revealed 
that the burden weighs upon him 
pleasantly. But the jury is drawn 
from these taxpayers who despise him, 
who never wanted the trial anyway, 
who believe, in the main, that even 
if Mrs. Hall is guilty there is no use 
scandalizing the county by admitting 
it, and who begrudge every nickel that 
the slow-moving court machinery 
burns up for them. 


PPOSED to Mr. Simpson, there 

are two gentlemen whose posi- 
tion is most fitting. There is Mr. 
McCarter, a Republican and Mr. 
Simpson’s bitter political enemy even 
while he is Mr. Simpson’s dear person- 
al friend. Mr. McCarter is a cor- 
poration lawyer of some renown, but 
he has never gone in heavily for the 
criminal side. And then there is Mr. 
Case, the Republican party’s next can- 
didate for Governor of New Jersey. 

If Mr. Simpson is celebrated for 
his gift of sardonic repartee, his fame 
is hardly greater than that of Mr. 
McCarter. Each of these gentlemen, 
indeed, has a reputation to sustain. 
And it is not unlikely that Mrs. Hall, 
and justice, and the majesty of the 
law will be occasionally forgotten 
while they labor their quips. Indeed, 
from these two men of law we may 
confidently look forward to a trial 
wherein wit and savage dialectic will 
be the chief desideratum, rather than 
the cool and hardly spectacular pur- 
suit of truth. 

Something like a hundred reserva- 
tions have been made for newspaper 
reporters. A million words are pour- 
ing out of Somerville every night. It 
is, I suppose, only because the judge of 
the court is a man of dignity and 
singular respect for his calling, that 
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Before buying any musical instrument 
or radio, hear the 


BRUNSWICK 


PANATROPE & RADIOLA 























HEN the Brunswick Panatrope was first demonstrated 

in Aeolian Hall a year ago, it was the news of the day 
in the papers the following morning. Since then, more than 
four million persons have heard it—and marveled! Nothing 
in the world of music ever created more interest and dis- 
cussion. Hear this matchless instrument. Learn how funda- 
mentally this invention is going to affect all music and radio. 
Any Brunswick dealer will gladly demonstrate for you the 
Brunswick Panatrope and Brunswick Panatrope & Radiola. 


Joint achievement of 


Radio Corporation of America Westinghouse Electric & Manufacturing Co. 
General Electric Company The Brunswick-Balke-Collender Co. 


THE BRUNSWICK-BALKE-COLLENDER CO., GENERAL OFFICES: CHICAGO 






































Make this 
test tonight! 


Apply Rimmel’s to 
brow and upper and 
lower lashes of one 
eye. Compare this 
eye with the o:her. 
Notice how much 
more beautiful it is! 





cAre your eyes 
as beautiful as 
they can be? 


IGHTFULLY, 


you use face-powder 

and rouge to add 

new charm to complexion 

and coloring. But are you 

adding, besides, new beauty 

to your eyes? re you 

giving them the attention 
they deserve! 


Dainty Parisiennes will tell 
you that youreyes willnever 
be as beautiful as they can 
be until you use Rimmel’s 
Cosmetique. Just a touch to 
lashes and brows changes the 
entire expression of the eyes 
—addsaglorious new beauty 
to the entire facial ensem ble. 


And Rimmel’s is absolutely 


harmless. 


If you are not already using 
R immel’s, prove to yourself 
how quickly it brings you 
new charm—without that 


|“made-up’” 
unwanted made-up appear- 


ance. Make the “Rimmel 
Test” tonight! 


Obtainable at toilet-goods counters 
of drug and department stores. 


RIMMEIS 
yy Cosmelique 


for beautifying 
lashes and brows 


MADE IN FRANCE 


Scales & Lisner, Inc, American Agents, New York 











radio privileges have not been leased. 

The scene will settle to this un- 
changing panorama: Mrs. Hall sits 
veiled and forgotten, the jury, blank 
of face and stolid. The witnesses 
troop forward, shivering at first over 
the thought of the dazzling beam that 
will be upon them, but quickly dis- 
covering that the beam, after all, has 
not shifted from the faces and the 
gestures of the men of law. 

It is, in short, a lawyers’ trial if 
ever there was one. All trials, of 
course, are that to some extent. But 
this one stands alone. 


T SEEMS likely that the trial will 

last for about two weeks. There 
are seventy-five witnesses waiting to 
be called for the State, but Justice 
Parker will move them quickly if he 
lives up to his reputation. He is 
known as a stern man, not addicted to 
the usual habit of holding the wit- 
nesses still while the photographers 
make sure of good pictures. It is 
unlikely that Mr. Simpson has any 
secret witnesses, or any surprise evi 
dence. A man so loquacious could 
hardly be expected to keep even his 
own secret:. 

There will be the pig woman— 
and I exhort you to read every wor 
that the newspapers print of her testi- 
mony. It will be grand. Incidental- 
ly, at this point, I beg our revered 
journals to print her examination in 
full: questions and answers. 

There will be the pig woman, then, 
to tell her familiar story of the night 
she rode through De Russey’s Lane, 
hearing the death cries of the victims 
and recognizing the accused. There 
will be the fingerprints of Willie 
Stevens allegedly identified on the card 
found near the dead man. ‘There 
will be the elaborate attempt to prove 
motive: Mrs. Hall’s knowledge of 
her husband’s defections, and her con- 
sequent jealousy. An effort will be 
made to break down the alibi of Henry 
Stevens. The night watchman will 
testify that he saw Mrs. Hall creeping 
back into her house in the small hours. 
A witness or two will swear that he 
was bribed by Mrs. Hall’s representa- 
tives to forget what he knew and 
leave the state. 

Beyond that there seems nothing, 
except details—those minute circum- 
stantial details which have sent plenty 
of men to the gallows. Mr. Simpson 
will outdo himself in his final speech 
to the jury. 

As for the defense—well, there are 
two positive statements going about 
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the halls of the courthouse. The first 
positive statement is that there will be 
no defense, that Mr. McCarter will 
rest on a categorical denial and save 
all his energies for a final speech to 
match Mr. Simpson’s. ‘The second is 
that he will produce positive alibis 
for each of his clients. “Today, there 
seems no way of telling which posi- 
tive statement is right. The defense, 
under any circumstances, will not, I 
think, be important. 

All three of the accused, I have the 
temerity to prophesy, will be acquitted. 
Oh, of course there may be some stub- 
born fellow on the jury who will dis- 
turb this consummation by holding out 
for conviction, and thus bringing on a 
mistrial. 

But it is utterly inconceivable 
that any of the three will be 
convicted. Mrs. Hall and the mem- 
bers of her family are esteemed in 
their neighborhood because they are 
both rich and religious. If she killed 
her husband and his girl when she 
came upon them and caught them red- 
handed, well, who can blame her? 
That is the attitude. 


VEN WITH the dénouement re- 

vealed from the outset; even with 
lawyers pranking through the scene to 
fame and glory, this trial is eminently 
worth following in the newspapers. 
Indeed, the citizen who permits him- 
self to miss a single dispatch is punish- 
ing himself profoundly. The report- 
ing of a trial, in the first place, is the 
one thing which most newspapers do 
exceedingly well. And with so much 
gorgeous material as they will find un- 
folding itself before their eyes here, 
the reporters can hardly fail to outdo 
themselves. 

Once again, I abjure the editors to 
print as much of the unadorned ex- 
aminations of witnesses as they can set 
into type. 

And my own recommendation is 
that you find which paper is printing 
the most of such matter, and follow it 
steadily. Nothing that the reporters 
can write will be as interesting as the 
words of the witnesses. 


N ADVANCE of their 
formance, I would say that the 
Times, the Evening World—and the 
Herald-Tribune, if Mr. Forrest Davis 
is assigned to the job—will cover the 
trial more fully and more accurately, 
with less of florid and impressionistic 

writing, than their contemporaries. 
—Morris MarkKEY. 
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©1926 ‘Onyx’ Hosiery Inc. Manufacturers New York 
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Diana’s Ankles Were Nothing Like Those of the Greyhound 


She Held in Leash 


‘Tr NATURE didn’t exactly CHEAT Diana on 

ankles. The fact is she was far too generous. Diana 
measured almost as much at the ankle line as the 
modern stocking does at the calf. And so, if Diana’s 
fabled charms were weighed in the balance today and 
judged by 1926 standards of beauty, they would be 
found more wanting than wanted ——UNLESS—unless 
she wore “Onyx Pointex’’! 


“Pointex” by virtue of the converging lines at the 
back of the heel, allows ALL ankles to look their best. 
““Pointex’’ slenderizes. ‘‘Pointex’ accentuates ankle grace. 
“Pointex”’ gives ankles the trim, smart lines that fashion 
decrees and the short skirt demands. “‘Pointex’” ADORNS 
the ankle, instead of merely CLOTHING it. 

It is well to remember, for’your ankles’ sake, that the 
“Pointex” heel is made ONLY by “Onyx”. 


Leading stores everywhere sell ‘‘Onyx’’ Hosiery and especially the ‘‘Pointex’’ styles listed below 


66 Onyx 99 


Doubled splicing of the 
heel and tripled reinforc- 
ing strands of silk in the 
seam, are new features 
that practically double the 
wear of “Onyx Pointex””’. 











”“ Pointex” 


ACS US PAT. OFF Style 265—Service weight ? 











Silk, with Lisle Top and Sole 
Style 145—Sheer weight) 
Style 155—Medium weight § 
Style 255—Service weight) $1.95 
Style 355—“‘Sheresilk’’ 5?**” 
Silk, with New Four-Inch 
Lisle Welt and Sole 


$1.65 


Style 365— ““Sheresilk” § 51-9 
Pure Thread Silk 
Style 450—‘*Sheresilk’’ 
Chiffon weight, all silk $2.50 
Style 350 — Service weight $2.75 














“‘Pointex’’ means perfection and ‘‘Pointex’’ is made only by “Onyx”? 
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7 East 43rd St. 





There’s room for but 
a few more in 


HERE are a great many New Yorkers 

who wish to dance but do not care for 
the expensive night clubs, nor do they 
wish to patronize ordinary dance halls. 

It is for the benefit of these New York- 
ers that I am forming an exclusive Club- 
Class, the sort of place where one can 
come to dance, and incidentally learn the 
newest steps. 

In order that there may be no absolute 
beginners in this Club-Class, each mem- 
ber will be given, without charge, two 
private dancing lessons before attending 
the class. 

The Club-Class will meet at 8.30 every 
Monday night for a period of four months. 
To the first fifty members, the charge for 
the four months, including the two private 
lessons, will be surprisingly low—less than 
half my usual charge. 

My large staff of teachers will be on 
hand to assist and dance with the mem- 
bers. 

We already have almost enough appli- 
cations to complete the first circle of fifty. 
To be among the first fifty members it will 
be necessary for you to arrange now for 
the first of the two 
preparatory pri- [ 
vate lessons to be 
given without 
charge. 


r ARTHUR MURRAY, 
[ 
| 
Fill out the cou- { full details. 
{ 


7 East 43rd Sr., N. Y. C. 


pon to secure ap- 
plication blank and 
full details. 


Arthur Murray 


I am interested in the Dancing Club- 
Class you are forming. Please send me, 
without obligation, application blank and 
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Arthur Murray’s Club-Class 


Vanderbilt 1773 
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COURT 


RUTUS had 
his Caesar, 
Tilden his John- 
ston, Dr. Jekyll 
his Mr. Hyde. One 
way or another, 
the big names 
seem to come in pairs—and usually in 
conflict, one personality acting as a 
foil for the other. In squash tennis, 
it’s Mr. Hyde and Mr. Coward. 
The annual battle between Mr. 
Tilden and Mr. Johnston, in the final 
of the national lawn tennis champion- 
ship, is already a thing of the past, 
but there is another perennial rivalry 
of the world of rackets whose lon- 
gevity Seems interminable. As this new 
squash tennis season gets under way, 
we find these same two standbys of 
the Harvard and Yale clubs, Fillmore 
Hyde and Thomas Coward, again to 
the front, as the most formidable con- 
tenders for the amateur championship. 
Mr. Hyde and Mr. Coward have 
not dominated the squash tennis ranks 
quite so absolutely as Messrs. Tilden 
and Johnston ruled lawn tennis, but 





they have been the two outstanding’ 


figures in the game since Von Hinden- 
burg invited himself over to see Mar- 
shal Foch, and between them they 
have won five out of the nine last 
championships. Mr. Hyde, it may be 
said, has won four of the five, so ther: 
will be no mistake as to which of the 
two is the Tilden of squash tennis. 

Mr. Coward, at the present mo- 
ment, is sojourning in England. He 
has his bats with him and _ perhaps 
he will have learned a trick or two to 
spring on his rival when he returns 
this month. But it isn’t likely. There 
isn’t anything that England can teach 
an American about squash tennis. In- 
deed, Mr. Coward may find that he 
will have to switch to squash rackets 
if he wants to get any competition 
over there, though after the ordeal 
he went through early this year on 
the squash rackets courts of the Uni- 
versity Club who can blame him if 
he shuns the game like the plague? 
Squash tennis and squash rackets don’t 
mix any more than do the sweet milk 
of human kindness and the acidulous 
skimmed milk of politics. 

Before any zealous member of the 
Columbia University Club asks me 
how I get that way about Mr. Hyde 
and Mr. Coward, let me say that I, 
too, know that Mr. Rowland Haines is 
a sweet player. In fact, were Mr. 
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GAMES 


Haines not quite so much the gentle- 
man on the courts, I should say that 
he had almost as much of a chance 
as Mr. Coward of the championship. 
They tell me that the affable siege 
gun of the Blue and White is going 
on the courts with a different idea this 
year; that he is going to be less con- 
cerned about giving his opponents a 
clear court and more interested in the 
center theory. Mr. Hyde has shown 
the same tendency to efface himself 
after hitting the ball, but when the 
going is rough and his opponent is 
crowding him, you’ll find the cham- 
pion knows as much about in-fighting 
as the rest of them. Alphonse and 
Gaston have no place on a squash ten- 
nis court. If Mr. Haines has learned 
that, and his cannonball wallop is as 
strong as of yore, Mr. Coward can 
take fair warning. Mr. Hyde need 
not be quite so concerned. His soft, 
subtle answers have a way of turning 
away the wrath of the wallopers. 
It’s going to be a great year for 
squash tennis. If you don’t believe so, 
just drop in at any of the university 
clubs of an afternoon and see how 
many men are playing. Johnny Jacobs 
of Harvard and Frank Lafforgue of 
the Yale Club tell us that they have 
never been so busy at this early stage 
of the season before, and that from 
thirty to forty new men have taken 
up the game already. Ernest Clark’s 
time is just as much in demand at 
Columbia, while Tom Barnwell, the 
Princeton coach, has the same story 
to tell. This increase in the number 
of players means that there will be 
more candidates for the Class C league 
teams, and it is in Class C that to- 
morrow’s top-notchers are developed. 
It was only two years ago that 
play in Class C was inaugurated, and 
the step was one of the wisest tha‘ 
the National Association has taken. 
There are ten teams in this division, 
as last year. Montclair has dropped 
out and the City A.C. has come in. 
There will not be many changes in 
the line-ups of the clubs, as there wer« 
not many promotions to B at the end 
of last season. ‘There are three new 
teams in Class B—Short Hills, Inter 
fraternity and Gramercy Park, mak- 
ing ten in all. Columbia, which holds 
both the C and B championships, will 
have another strong B team, headed 
by J. W. Kerbeck, D. W. Haines and 
J. N. Cole, all graduates from C, and 
R. H. Reutter, but Yale will also be 
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IN THE FINE-CAR FIELD THE TREND IS UNDOUBTEDLY TOWARD EIGHTS 
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ONLY ONE CAR~AND THAT A 
COSTLY ITALIAN STRAIGHT-EIGHT— 
CAN COMPARE WITH THE HUPMOBILE 
EIGHT, ACCORDING TO THE OPINION 
OF EMINENT ENGINEERING AUTHORITIES 
WHO MAKE IT THEIR CHIEF BUSINESS 
TO KNOW ABOUT ALL MOTOR CARS 








BEAUTY, COLOR OPTIONS, LUXURY IN TEN ENCLOSED AND OPEN 
BODIES °1945 TO *2595, F. O. B. DETROIT, PLUS REVENUE TAX 








Van ALsTYNE Motor CorPORATION 


1876 Broadway, New York City 1294 Bedford Ave., Brooklyn 
Telephone Columbus 7660 Telephone Prospect 9941 


THE DISTINGUISHED 


HUPMOBILE 


EIGHT 














am PROGR OOM D1 








LIPSTICK 


The finest French Lip- 
stick encased in an ex- 
quisite piece of jewelry 
of composition jade. 


Delightfully perfumed. 
Indelible, Gives 
a perfect smooth 
finish to the lips. 


Fashion’s smartest shades: 


Geranium 
Fraise 
Framboise 

Bertie Royal Jade Lipstick . . $2.00 


In velvet lined giftbox . . . $3.00 
Metiis «+ 1. « 6 a of? 


At your favorite Fifth Avenue Shop 


or direct from 
PRODUITS BERTIE, of Paris 
120 West 42nd Street, New York 











very much in the running there. 
In Harry K. Cross and J. S. David- 
son the Elis have two of the best- 
looking prospects in several seasons. 
Cross, a former football star, weighs 
in the neighborhood of 240 pounds 
and he puts all of them behind his 
smashes. Princeton will present about 
the same line-up as last season, while 
Harvard has Charles F. Fuller, a for- 
mer A man who dropped out of tour- 
nament play, at No. 1 on its B team. 


In Class A, Yale, Princeton and 
Columbia will be of about the same 
strength as last year. Harvard, how- 
ever, will be without the services of 
several members of its championship 
team. F. §. Whitlock and Gerald 
Henderson are not counted on this year 
and there is also some doubt as to 
whether Morris Phinney will be or 
hand. Hyde, William Rand, Murray 
Taylor and G. M. Rushmore and per- 
haps Hewitt Morgan will constitute 
the mainstays of the team. Mr. Mor- 
gan has an affinity for court tennis 
and rackets, and will have to be 
wooed away from them. Here is one 
of the coolest and most deceptive stroke 
artists in the game, one who jumped 
well up into the first ten the first 
year he played, and if necessary, physi- 
cal force should be used to turn him 
from his erring ways back to squash. 

Coward, Otis Guernsey, Francis 
Day, Carroll Cooney, Gus Cordier, 
D. S. Baker, Clyde Martin, Lindsay 
Bradford, C. J. MacGuire and Arthur 
Goldburg constitute the veteran Yale 
squad, from which only H. S. Thorne 
has been lost. H. Victor Crawford 
will also play for Yale again as the 
Montclair A. C. will not have a team 
in Class A this year, while Doug 
Bomeisler, called on to help win the 
title two years ago in the play-off with 
Harvard, likewise may return. 


Harold R. Mixsell, as usual, will 
be the lead-off man at Princeton, with 
Gavin Brackenridge, Basil Harris, J. 
M. Denison, R. L. Farrelly, Armin 
W. Riley and S. M. Sperry as the 
other members and Edwin Muller and 
E. L. Maxwell as reserves. This team 
was good enough to finish in second 
place ahead of Yale last season. Coach 
Clark thinks his Columbia team has 
a good chance of finishing in the first 
three this year. Haines will play at 
No. 1, followed in the line-up b 
Frank Kidde, Murray Lee, J. D. Ken 
nedy, J. L. Kerbeck, R. H. Reutter 
and J. N. Cole. Kingsley Kunhardt 
will not play this season and Milton 
Cornell also will probably be missing. 

—ALLISON DANzIG 
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575 Park Avenue 


corner 63rd Street 
Wood burning fireplaces 


Proximity to everywhere 
and facility for everything. 
The management of this 
ultra-modern apartment 
hotel provides you with 
personal maid service 
and excellent restaurant 
under ownership man- 
agement to insure your 
absolute convenience and 
facility for entertainment. 
Each suite, with spacious 
living rooms measuring 
16x25 feet, has ample 
closet room, a serving 
pantry with automatic re- 
frigeration and circulating 
ice water. 


RESERVATIONS NOW 


Booklet on Request 
Representative on Premises 


RENTING AGENTS: 


Douglas] Flliman & [p.. Inc. 
15 kast 49th Street 
Telephone Plaza 9200 
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SPORTS OF THE WEEK 


when the Army team at New 
Haven was nosing out a typical 
old-time fighting Yale eleven by the 
close score of 33-0, that I wedged 
my way into a Broadway subway en 
route for the Polo Grounds to see 


|; WAS last Saturday afternoon 


Columbia Comes Up 
Smiling — A Glorious 
Half 


to be almost ten pounds heavier to a 
man than their opponents. Whenever 
they had the ball they gained. If their 


FANCY DIVING 





what the newspapers called the “Co- 
lumbia-Cornell battle.” It was a bat- 
tle, too, but before getting a look at 
it I had to stage a private battle of my 
own. 

Working down from the top of 
Coogan’s Bluff, you cross the street 
and eventually find yourself at the 
entrance sloping down to the stadium 
itself. 

This entrance is divided off by 
iron railings which form the crowd 
into lines for the ticket offices. Past 
these is a concrete ramp, and at the 
bottom of the ramp the entrance to 
the stands themselves. I handed my 
ticket to a forceful looking gent in 
a derby who took one glance at it 
and then shoved me aside: 

“Section 33. You can’t go in here, 
fella. Gotta go round by Eighth 
Avenue—” 

That meant going back up and 
around. I did so, but it took me just 
thirty-five minutes, and I missed most 
of the first quarter. What remained 
of the half, convinced me—as I sup- 
pose it did everyone else—that Co- 
lumbia was in for just another of 
those annual trimmings. Cornell 
staged a most impressive march down 
the field for a touchdown. Their 


backs, indeed their whole team, seemed 


gains were small, they were consis- 
tent. 

The half ended with the score 
9—0 for the Ithacans, with the game 
apparently tucked away on ice. 

Between the halves, we had the cus- 
tomary rivalry of the bands. I sup- 


MR CUNEO REFUSES 
TO WAGH AIS NECK 
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Into each life 
some rain 
must fall 


“ 
Will it be damp tragedy to you 
... or the mere matter of slipping 
into a Spalding Waterproof? 


* 


In jacket length for the links or 
raincoat length for oe yd wear, 
a Spalding Waterproof keeps you 
drier than the Congressional Rec- 
ord. Yet it’s so light that it can be 
folded into about the same a 
as a pocket handkerchief. Made of 
pure, silky-finished rubber. A lit- 
tle rubber envelope to carry it in. 

~ 

You can tuck jacket, envelope 
and all into one tiny corner of your 
golf bag. For traveling, it takes 
next to no room and gives oil-skin 
protection. Around town, it’s the 
most convenient of waterproofs, 
so light you can wear it right over 
your outside coat. 


“ 


Only $8.50 for jacket and 
envelope—$10 for the raincoat 
length. Guaranteed waterproof 
and non-deteriorating. 


“~ 


Other raincoats and slickers at 
from $6.50 up. See them in our 
Men's Shops. 


Medere 
MENS SHOPS 


105 Nassau STREET 
(above Fulton Street) 


518 Firrn Avenut 


(near 43rd Street) 





pose a dislike of college bands is a 
sure sign of approaching age. But 
one of the things that make college 
football what it is, that differentiate it 
from the professional variety, is the 
fact that at the college games you 
have a college atmosphere. A college 
band is the same as any ordinary band 
—except that it’s usually a trifle worse 
—but college singing is like nothing 
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else in the world. And the singing, 
added to the cheering, makes the at- 
mosphere that Mr. Pyle would give a 
good many thousands to create for 
his performers. Last Saturday there 
was no singing at all between the 
halves. This was the fault of the 
rival bands who held the stage. And 
Columbia—possessing the most ex- 
quisitely beautiful song of all the col- 
leges—remained mute while these 
bandsmen paraded up and down the 
gridiron. 

I thought the acme of idiocy was at 
the Harvard Stadium several weeks 
ago when the Dartmouth band 
marched onto the field with the Green 
cheer-leaders goose-stepping in a row 
just behind. But Harvard went them 
one better. Between the halves, the 


Harvard band arranged itself in the 
familiar 6-2-2 formation, with ban- 
jos and xylophones on the ends and 
tackles. Only a group of trained seals 
and Will Rogers ending the after- 
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Where do they 
come from? 


Where do they come from, all those 
books you see people carrying? Many 
of them, you will find, are from one of 
the DOUBLEDAY, PAGE BOOK SHOPS. 


Why? 


Well, DOUBLEDAY, 
PAGE BOOK SHOPS are real book. 
shops, large enough to carry the 
books of all publishers, small enough 
to give comfortable personal service. 
Our new shop up on Madison 
Avenue is typical of our best. There 
the people who wait on you know 
books, like them this shop is more 
like a library, made to read in. 
Browsing among the well-stocked 
shelves you will find all the new 
books, just published, all the old 
favorites, books in fine bindings, 
French books, lots of books for boys 
and girls, all sorts of books waiting 
to be read, holding their magic for 
some favored reader. This shop has 
a rental library. It’s open evenings. 
It's near 70th Street at 


8 4 8 


MADISON AVENUE 
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Other convenient. 
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in the city are 


LORD & TAYLOR 
5th Avenue at 38th St. 


PENNSYLVANIATERMINAL 
Main Arcade 

LONG ISLAND TERMINAL 
Foot of Escalator, L. I. Terminal 

GRAND CENTRAL TERMINAL 

Lexington Ave. Arcade 

EQUITABLE BLDG. 

166 W. 32nd opp. Hotel Pennsylvania 


38 WALL STREET 
opp. J. P. Morgan 
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noon with a few well-chosen remarks 
was needed to prove the resourceful- 
ness of the modern college bands and 
band-leaders. 

Once the vaudeville was through 
for the afternoon, the second half 
began, with Cornell as threatening 
as ever. But when the tide turned, it 
turned with a sudden and startling 
quickness. In attempting to chuck a 
forward pass, a Columbia man batted 
the ball as it left the hands of the Cor- 
nell quarter. You could see it bobbing 
and twisting in mid-air, as lonely and 
bewildered as a girl without an at- 
tendant swain in the bleachers. But 
not long did it so remain. Mr. Furey, 
the alert and wide-awake end of the 
Blue team, grabbed it from the ether, 
and raced forty yards to a touchdown 
without any interference. This made 
the score 9—7 for Cornell. Not yet 
was the game safe, although even 
then it looked fairly sure for the 
Ithacans. 

For if Cornell was stopped by the 
Columbia defense, the Columbia of- 
fense had little in the way of ground- 
gaining plays. When, all at once, the 
break came that won the game just as 
it had won a game at the Harvard 
Stadium the previous week. A feinted 
forward pass drew the Cornell line 
apart; Reiger, holding the ball instead 
of throwing it, was quick to see the 
opening, and galloping through the 
line, he outran the defensive wing 
backs in the race for the goal-line. Co- 
lumbia, behind for three-quarters of 
the game, was ahead at last! 

You may remember how last year 
Columbia, aided by that interception 
of a long run of Captain Pease’s, 
overcame a Cornell lead only to be 
overtaken in turn and defeated when 
the whistle blew. But this is another 
year. And another Columbia team. 
Instead of letting up they played their 
best football in that last quarter. Their 
attack, slow getting under way, func- 
tioned beautifully toward the closing 
minutes of the game. Alternating 
through the line with short, quick for- 
ward passes for small gains, Rieger 
ind Madden wore down the Cornell 
line. They carried the ball steadily 
down the field, until with a first down 
on the six-yard line, their advance was 
halted. But Madden dropped back 
ind kicked a fine placement, to make 
the score 17—-9, and assure a victory 
for Columbia. 

This has certainly been a season of 
upsets. The list of this year’s fallen 
champions—you have had them re- 








tailed to you before—is astounding, 





Exciting News 


for Worried Debutantes 


DEBUTANTES (and their mothers, too) were worried. One 
friend had sent another until that smart beauty salon on 
East 52nd Street was in danger of being over-run. But no! 
Primrose House shall ever insist every patron have perfect 
service ... the most convenient hour and her favorite nurse. 


So there is rejoicing today in social circles. For the word has 
spread from dowager to flapper debutance. More treatment 
rooms at Primrose House ... each room with its own spe- 
cially trained graduate nurse, who knows just how to make 
every muscle of the dowager’s face and neck firm and elastic 


and howto preserve the decoy bloom of youthful debutantes. 


* * * 


And now, as always, Primrose House creams, lotions and 
astringents, powders and rouges are available for all. They 
are considered quite indispensable to the well-appointed 
dressing table, just as the lovely new double compact is 
to the smart new hand-bag. 


Telephone today for your appointment — Plaza 5347. 


These New York, Newark and Brooklyn stores sell Primrose House 
Preparations: B. Altman & Co., Franklin Simon & Co., Lord & Taylor, 
James McCreery & Co., Russek’s, Saks & Co., Stern Brothers, John 
Wanamaker, Pennsylvania Drug Co.,L.“Bamberger, Abraham & Straus. 


cA fascinating little booklet, ‘‘Here Dwells Youth,’’ tells you 
how to apply Primrose House preparations for the intelligent 
and rational care of your skin, to he.p you look your loveliest. 


Cpiimnose House. 


3 EAST §52"° STREET NEW YORK 
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LOEWE 


Today as in 1856 


The World’s Finest 
Pipe 





Froopl E . jpidewe TY years of Old World 


craftsmanship are reflected¥in 
every Loewe Briar you buy today. 
Without ‘‘trick’’ attachment; hand- 
made throughout; classic in design; 
secretly processed over a longer 
period of time than any other pipe 
made—the Loewe today, as in 1856, 
is the world’s finest pipe. Obtain- 
able in America only at the more 
exclusive clubs and the better hotels 
and tobacconists. Featured, among 
other places, at 
The Biltmore—New Y ork 
The Waldorf-Astoria—New Y ork 
Lhe Vanderbilt —New York 
The Plaza—New Y ork 
—and, of course, at 
your own club 






LOEWE 
of the Haymarket, London 


Guaranteed by FABER, COE AND GREGG, INC.—New York 
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and the number of small-end bets 
who have come through is also amaz- 
ing. In one season, Harvard downs 
Dartmouth, New York University 
downs Fordham, and Columbia wipes 
up the floor with Cornell. If this 
sort of thing keeps up, we shall be 
seeing a Yale victory before the sea- 
son ends. —Joun R. Tunis 


CONSTRUCTION 
i SKELETON of the new 


building stuck up into Heaven, 
tickling the blue dome with red steel. 
The crane, mounted dizzily at the 
very tip, still picked up heavy girders, 
swung them across the sky, and 
dropped them into place. 

Down below, on the sidewalk, were 
the winches that drove the crane. Be- 
side the winches stood a young man,— 
a good, grimy son of steel. And the 
young man was driving the winches, 
guided by signals from a bell operated 
by an invisible person who presumably 
stood on top of the whole affair and 
could see what was going on. 

The young winch-driver could not 
see what was going on, but the bells 
came in rapid succession, and he threw 
the levers vigorously and with good 
spirit. Close beside him, lounging in 
the little temporary shed, was a 
friend. 

‘And I says to her,” says the winch- 
driver to the friend.... 

Two bells. Throttle. Out spins 
the cable. Somewhere in Heaven a 
couple of tons of steel shiver into ac- 
tion. 

“T says, what if I didden telephone 
ya Toosdee, am I a—” 

One bell. Out goes steel— invisible, 
awful—rising, falling. 

“Am I a mind-reader that I should 
know when your old woman was leav- 
in’ town? And she says to me—” 

Two bells. Throttle. Cable. Swing- 
ing steel, grazing Heaven, crazy with 
weight, swinging steel, swinging into 
position. 

“She says well ya mighta taken ’a 
trouble t’fin’ out, because—” 

One bell. Throttle. Cable. And 
steel swinging. 

“Because it happened my girl friend 
was in town and was I embarrassed 
when you didden’ come around nor 
call up nor nuthing! Was I—” 

Two bells. Cable. Girders. <A 
steel castle in the air, built by a young 
winch-driver. 


“‘Was I embarrassed!”? —E. B. W. 
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IN] THE HIGH SEATS 


EING perturbed, even over- 
B wrought, I resolved to seek ad- 
vice from Fenimore. Rare 
counsel that would be. Fenimore is 
no mere Wall Street broker. He ac- 
tually owns a seat on the Stock Ex- 
change. He is of Harvard. He is a 
member of the Racquet Club. Obvi- 
ously, the stored information, the bal- 
anced judgment, of such a one has 
vast value. Obviously, too, it may 
not be tapped crudely. My approach 
must be shrewdly strategic, deftly cas- 
ual, somewhat jocular. 

By careful timing, then, I encoun- 
tered Fenimore as he emerged from 
the stately apartments whereof we 
both are contributing landlords. Craft- 
ily I won his consent to ride business- 
ward with me in a taxicab of my hir- 
ing. As we rode we conversed lightly 
of this and that, but at length I said 
jovially: 

“Well, Fenimore, old man, and 
what do you say to things?” 

“Things?” echoed Fenimore, clev- 
erly vague, as I expected. 

“Things generally,” I _ said. 
“Things downtown.” 

“Oh, things,” replied Fenimore 
evasively. “Things are all right, I 
guess.” 

“T am indeed glad to hear that 
opinion from you, Fenimore,” I said 
heartily. “You are in such close touch 
with it.” 

“Tn touch with what?” asked Feni- 
more, quaintly attentive to the pink 
calves at the Thirty-fourth Street 
crossing. 

“With the market,” I retorted 
boldly, yet with humor. 

“Oh, the market,” said Fenimore, 
and he glanced at the platinum watch 
beneath his vivid cuff. “We'll make 
it, I guess.” 

“Make what, Fenimore?” I in- 
quired quickly, for I was alert. 

“The opening,” said Fenimore. “If 
I get there a couple of minutes before 
ten I can be all set by the time the 
gong rings.” 

“But when do you get to your 
desk?” I asked, wondering. 

“Desk?” queried Fenimore. “Oh, 
my desk. Oh, sometimes I go over to 
the office after the market closes, for 
a minute or two. But not very often. 
I hate to be late getting uptown.” 

“You are constantly under great 
strain there on the Exchange,” I re- 
marked, vocally sympathetic. 

“Tt’s terrible,” he said. ““When the 
fans don’t work the air gets awful, but 


—you ll want 


YOUR WIFE may love you because 
you smoke a pipe (cigar or cigarette 

e) but she’ll never- 
theless be sincerely grateful for a 
Smokador in the home. 

Smokador meansan end to messy 
ash-trays, spilled ashes, 
scarred tables, and holes 
burned into rugs. Cigarette 
and cigar stubs, pipeashes, 
used matches are simply 
dropped through the hol- 
low tube into an air-tight 
base—where they are out 


as the case may 


If you’re the sort of 











smoker 
wife says you are 


Smokador 


Smokador is the smartest thing in 
smoking equipment today. 

You'll find it in exclusive clubs, 
hotels, theaters —‘‘eligible bache- 
lor’ establishments—thousands of 
homes where fastidiousness is com- 
bined with comfort. 


your 


Attractive 
—and “smart as the Ritz’ 


Smokador is made of du- 
rable metal — graceful in 
line with a particularly at- 
tractive finish. It blends 





Ashes drop through 


of sight and smell. to the base—noodor ‘hatmingly with the fur- 
Snuffer Clips that snuff | —it can’t tip over pay signa oe 


Danger from fire is eliminated—for- dark bronze, mahogany, Chinese red, 
gotten smokes left in the cleverly de- olive green, willow green and Roman 
vised Snuffer Clips are snuffed outauto- gold. 


matically when they burn up to the clips. 


No spilling—easy to clean 


Ask for Smokador at your dealer's. 
Or send $10.50—check or money or- 
der—($11.00 west of the Mississippi) 


No spilling—if anyone accidentally —withthecoupon below. Your Smok- 
knocks against Smokador, the ‘‘rock- _ador will be delivered to you promptly 
a-by’’ base brings it immediately toan through the nearest dealer. 


upright position. A singleturn discon- 


Smokador Manufacturing Co., Inc., 


nects base for cleaning. 130 West 42nd Street, New York. 


mokador 


StorsvERtO vs PAT OFF 


Me Ashless Ashstand_ ~~ 











Patented Oct. 27, 1925, Dec. 1, 1925 





The ‘‘rock-a-by’’ base keeps Smok- 
ador from being knocked over. Noth- 
ing can be spilled. Easy to clean. 





Smokador Manufacturing Co., Inc., 130 West 42nd Street, New York 


I enclose (check) (money order) for , : 
$10.50 (west of the Mississippi, Dark Bronze [ ] 
51} 00), Ficuse send one Suaneeet Chinese Red [ ] Olive Green [ ] 
to be delivered through nearest dealer. 7: ; 

Color desired is herewith checked: Willow Green[ ] Roman Gold[ ] 


Mahogany [ ] 
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SIMPLICITY 


Cf HE TREND Of women’s 
attire is toward sim- 
plicity —and Upatt & 
Battou jewelry follows 


with a beauty, grace and 
good taste that bring 


forth admiration. 


Usall Ballou 


Jewelers 
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MIAMI BEACH, FLA. 
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you have to stay. And d’you know, I 
missed the last three parades on Broad- 
way. Got tied up each time with some 
damn orders near the market and 
couldn’t leave ’em.” 

“Business before pleasure,” I jested. 

“That’s the hell of it,” said Feni- 
more. 

But I was not to be thus distracted 

“What about money, Fenimore?” 
I asked. “Will money be scarce, do 
you think?” 

“Money?” said Fenimore. “Every- 
body’s got plenty of money, haven’t 
they? Look at the gate at the big 
football games.” 

“T refer to the money market situa- 
tion downtown,” I persisted. “Don’t 
you think it is in good shape?” 


HE TRAFFIC lights had halted 

us at Twenty-third Street, and 
Fenimore quickly peered here and 
there with lively interest. 

“Good shape?” he repeated. “Which 
one? They all look good, if you ask 
me.” 

“Tt’s a fine agricultural year,” | 
said, ignoring his quip. 

“T haven’t had a good melon all 
summer,” he declared. 

“Certainly, business keeps up,” | 
went on, undismayed. 

“My September commissions fell 
off like hell,” he said. 

‘And look at what the railroads are 
doing,” I insisted. 

“T never ride on them,” said Feni- 
more. “Putrid service.” 

“Politics could make trouble,” | 
argued. 

“Why?” Fenimore demanded. 
“Prohibition’s sure to be knocked out, 
ain’t it? You know Election Day is 
a holiday with us.” 

I saw I was getting nowhere. I 
took a confidential tone. 

“Fenimore, old man,” I coaxed, 
“tell me, as a favor, what you know 
about radio?” 

“Tt’s only for lunatics,” replied 
Fenimore frankly. “I wouldn’t fool 
with it if I were you.” 

At this I winced, for my holdings 
of Radio Corporation shares had much 
to do with my perturbation. Yet, here 
was advice. 

“And Congoleum?” I _ pursued. 
“What about Congoleum?” 

“That oil stock?” asked Fenimore. 
“The oils are all dead.” 

I simulated mirth. “TI catch your 
joke,” I said. “You call it an oil 
stock because the company makes oil- 
cloth.” 

“Does it?” said Fenimore. “I 
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never heard that. But then, of course, 
it’s an oil stock.” 

“And I would like your view of 
National Acme,” I pleaded. 

“That one’s sound asleep,” Feni- 
more asserted. “What’s the matter 
with that business, anyhow? ,Over- 
production of acmes, I guess.” 

“Fenimore,” I said desperately, “I 
know that a man of your high station 
in the world of finance must be dis- 
creet, but, surely, you might aid a 
friend—aid me—with a quiet hint 
that I would use for myself alone.” 

“Hint about what?” asked Feni- 
more, seemingly surprised. 

“Something good,” I said earnestly. 
“Something sure.” 

Fenimore brightened __ instantly. 
“Oh, something good,” he said. “I'll 
do that, but you mustn’t give it away.” 

“T promise,” I declared, with eager 
hope. 

“Virginia Creeper,” 
ul my ear. 

“Virginia Creeper?” I repeated, 
puzzled. “I never heard of it.” 

“Fourth race at Belmont today,” 
said Fenimore. “I know what I’m 
talking about, too.” 

—Rosert S. WINsMORE 
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THE ADVANTAGES 
OF JAY WALKING 


ISITORS to New York will 

find that both exercise and ex- 

citement may be had at a 
minimum of expense through the sim- 
ple practice of jay-walking. With 
only a little experience, they may ac- 
tually compete on even terms with the 
native New Yorker. 

Only a few fundamental rules need 
be learned, after which the natural 
jay-walker can work out as elaborate 
a technique as may be desired, de- 
pending also, of course, upon indi- 
vidual talent and ambition. 

One of the first things to be learned 
is the proper time to start across the 
street. It is not considered sporting to 
do this while traffic is standing still. 
Wait for the policeman’s whistle, 
which is the signal that the cross-cur- 
rent is about to begin. But if you are 
i stickler for etiquette, take the first 
step only after the sound of shifting 
gears has been heard on both sides of 
the street. 

If you get across after that, with- 
out having to stop in the middle, you 
ire credited with a perfect score. Fail- 
ng to complete the distance, however, 


Other Fast Trains 
from Chicago 
(C. & N. W. Terminal) 
Continental Limited 
California Mail 
(Raton peation } 
Cc & St. P. 


Pacific Limited 
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SAVE A DAY 
One cf America’s finest trains. Bath, barber, maid, 
manicure, valet, and : picked personnel. 


Lv. Chicago (C. & N. W.) . ° - 8:00 p.m. 
Lv. Omaha (Union Pcie) ° - 8:30 ~ — 
Ar. Salt Lake City . ° 2d day 10:25 a. m. 
Ar. Los } reach ae m 3d day 9:00a. m. 


Ten Dollars Extra Fare to Los Angeles 


an francisco 


SAVE A DAY 
Finest and fastest to the Golden Gate. Bath, barber, 
maid, manicure, valet,and picked personnel. 63 hours. 
Lv. Chicago (C. & N. W.) . 8:10 p. m. 
Lv. Omaha am Pacific) ° - 8:40a. m. 
Ar. Ogden ‘ -2d day 10:30 a. m. 
Ar. San Francisco . ° -3dday 9:10a.m. 
Ten Dollars Extra Fare to San Francisco 


And 


Gold Coast Limited 


LOS ANGELES - SAN FRANCISCO 


All-Pullman. Bath, barber, maid, manicure, valet. 

Lv. Chicago 8:30 p. m. 

Lv. Omaha ° - 9:50 a. m. 

Ar. Los Angeles 3d day 2:30p.m. 

Ar. San Francisco . > 3d day 2:30p.m. 
No Extra Fare—68 hours 


The same fine service Eastbound 


For reservations address nearest 
Union Pacific Representative, or General Passenger 
Agent at Omaha, Neb.; Salt Lake City, Utah; 
Portland, Ore.; Los ‘Angeles, California. 


The Overland Route 
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Other Fast Trains 
from St. Louis 


Union Station 
Via Wabash 


Pacific Coast 
Limited 


St. Louis-Colorado 
Limited 


UNION PACIFIC 
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Broadway's Leading Lady Chooses 
the Slipper of Fifth Avenue 


—the new petitpoint sandal 


NEW exquisiteness and a new 
evening mode—this touch of 
old-world petitpoint on the toe 
of a slipper of gleaming silver 
kid. Sponsored exclusively by 


SHOECRAET 


7iI4 FIFTH AVERVE 
Between 55% and 56th Streets 





FITTING THE KARROW HEEL 
SIZES 1 to 10 AAAA to D 








Posed by Miss Sylvia Field, now playing in “Broadway” 
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before a new shifting of the lights, 
incurs a penalty of one yard at the 
home curb. 

All jay-walkers should learn the 
feint; with many this is an inborn 
gift. The suggestion of a sudden 
dash, abruptly stopped, will often cause 
a chauffeur to use his four-wheel 
brakes, with at least three rear-end 
collisions as a result, during which 
time the jay-walker can safely advance 
as much as ten feet, to a position for 
examining the opposite current of 
traffic. 

Sometimes the simple feint will 
drive an unsuspecting car directly into 
a telegraph pole, or, on a wet day, 
skid it completely around. In either 
case the feinter is entitled to life mem- 
bership in the National Association of 
Jay-Walkers. 

Feinting is particularly effective un- 
der the Elevated. Here the jay- 
walker can hide behind a pillar, where 
he is entirely safe, and by a series of 
false starts and hasty retreats create 
quite a lot of excitement. 

When an actual crossing is intended, 
it should be absolutely without warn- 
ing, for only thus is the pleasure of 
true sportsmanship assured. Remem- 
ber always that a car can steer better 
than a human being, and don’t worry 
about allowing too much room. If 
you see that a car is actually going to 
hit you, leap straight into the air, so 
that, this way, you will at the very 
least have the driver receive some of 
the impact. 


Y FOLLOWING a few such 

rules, the conscientious jay-walk- 

er will soon be trained down to a point 

where he can safely occupy a six-inch 
space at any stage of the traffic. 

In the making of any such cal- 
culations, the handicap of _ skirts 
must of course be taken into con- 
sideration, but this factor is becoming 
so negligible that jay-walking may al- 
ready be considered a lasting tribute to 
the equality of the sexes. 

—Sic SPAETH 


AN OLD COLLOQUY 


I love you. 

Yes? 

Do you love me? 
No. 

Is it someone? 
Yes. 

Who loves you! 
No. 


—WITTER ByNNER 
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Unqualified Comfort 


Inimitable Daintiness 


cee 


| By JANE BRADFORD POTTER 


yo you be interested in a new sanitary 
convenience that offers unequalled dainti- 
ness and comfort with complete protection? 

Nupak is the name of a new kind of sanitary 
pad, made by Johnson & Johnson, who put out 
the first made-up sanitary pad twenty-five 
years ago. 

Snowy-white, antiseptic, absorbent gauze, as i 
soft as it can be made by a house that has made . 
surgical gauze for many years. Downy, super- 
soft, absorbent cotton, made by the foremost 
manufacturers of absorbent cottons. And—a 
unique feature—an outer layer of soft, non- 
absorbent cotton for complete protection. These 
quality products have been fashioned into a 
pad of generous size and correct shape, marvel- 
ously soft and comfortable. Because it is more 
absorbent than ordinary pads, Nupak lasts 


ee 

















teF st ; longer. Because it is more comfortable, it may i 

| Bg . be worn longer without irritation. i 
\ : J Or You can get Nupak.at your favorite drug q 
\ Nt, S&S store, where you will probably see it displayed. 
| at | Or, if you prefer, I should be glad to send you, 


free of charge, one full-sized Nupak pad, sealed , 


in the Nupak carton and encased in plain wrap 
A _ per. Just send me your name and address. 
) 4 - 
t ’ * 
woman S \ 
\ 


most 
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Nupak is easy to buy. The name is } 
' 

easy to Say, easy to remember. Ask 

H 

for Nupak at your drug store. Priced : 
I - 7 
~ at sixty cents per box of one dozen j 
personal 


accessory 
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HE LEATHER coat epidemic 

is at its height—in the shops, at 

least. In fact, you cannot go 
anywhere without running into short 
jackets of suéde or capeskin, sometimes 
with zipper fastenings, some modeled 
after the dear old windbreaker, some 
buttoned and belted. The long, belted 
coats of washable capeskin in differ- 
ent colors are also much displayed. 
These are loudly recommended for 
football games, but, so far, the scintil- 
lating season has brought forth the 
usual number of raccoons and other 
furs of long standing, with leather 
coats as much in the minority as the 
novelty furs, which are a little light 
for cold weather. Besides this fact, 
most leather coats are not in the class 
referred to commonly as “smart,” and 
fall rather into the campus class and 
into the list of conveniences for active 
autumn and winter sports. 

I am not dismissing all of them, 
however, in this haughty way. Alt- 
man, for instance, has some long coats 
of calfskin, imported from Henri in 
London, that are very nice. And this 
estimable house has burst forth with 
a costume of its own, consisting of a 
reversible coat of soft suéde, lined 
with an imported tweed, a simple 
tweed dress, and a sleeveless suéde 
jacket to keep the upper part of the 
body extra warm. In fact, Altman is 
showing large numbers of these vest- 
jackets for motorists and sportswomen. 

As a further football contribution, 
Altman announces that goatskin coats 
are aS warm as raccoon and consider- 
ably more exclusive. They have a wide 
variety of them in both light and dark 


shades. And, as a final 
and touching note to the 
football enthusiast’s 
wardrobe, you can find 
natural wool stockings 
there, with a _ pennant 
placed coyly just below 
the knee, or clox spelling 
“Pennsylvania” or its 
equivalent in appropriate 
colors. 

The Tailored Wo- 
man’s version of the foot- 
ball ensemble is a green 
or deep rose washable 
capeskin coat, with a mo- 
tor rug and a scarf to 
match the gaudy red or green plaid 
lining. 

Franklin Simon, in addition to a 
new shipment of cloth coats in novelty 
imported fabrics, contribwies 4 straight 
wool coat, combining checked and 
plain material, with a full-length cape 
that may be detached and used as a 
knee-covering in the stadium or in the 
motor car. 

Saks-Fifth Avenue has a very nice 
sports ensemble, the skirt and scarf of 
a tweedy imported fabric, the jumper 
of suéde, V-necked and fitting around 
the hips in a manner much to be com- 
mended. 


ANCING in the smart public 

places and at receptions of one 
kind and another for queens and what 
not, one note in evening slippers stands 
out. This is the observance of the 
rule that at least two details of the 
costume should obviously go together. 
The smartest evening gowns in color 
were accompanied by satin or moiré 
sandals to match exactly, or by bro- 
caded affairs with the background that 
matched. If this was not done, very 
often the jewelled ornament on the 
shoe matched a piece of jewelry worn 
on the shoulder. Shoes combining sil- 
ver and gold kid were supplemented 
by evening bags of the same fabrics. 


Saks-Fifth Avenue is endeavoring 
to further this mode in its shoe depart- 
ment. Furthermore, it is making a 
great success with marcasite mono- 
gram buckles for opera pumps, a note 
sometimes repeated on the pin at the 
shoulder. 

In addition, in direct and outspoken 
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ON AND OFF THE AVENUE 


FEMININE FASHIONS 


defiance of the hosiery department, 
Saks is showing a barefoot sandal, the 
toe as usual, the back consisting of a 
strip about one inch wide, and strap 
arrangements to hold it on securely. 
This in gold glazed kid, with the 
straps in colors. Impossible to wear 
stockings, if they have any reinforce- 
ments at all. What is the country 
coming to! 


PEAKING of evening slippers, 

Franklin Simon has yards and yards 
of rhinestones, in white or topaz, so 
constructed that there are no prongs 
to tear the stockings. “These may be 
put on satin sandals to order. Franklin 
Simon also has some delightful dan- 
glers of silver and rhinestone that are 
most effective hung down the center 
strap of a black satin evening sandal 
or, in a more banal way, curved gently 
on the toe of an opera pump. These 
two, the sandal and the opera pump, 
are still supreme for evening, with the 
sandal, at least as far as popularity is 
concerned, a little in the lead. 


HE KipprE Corner, at 28 East 

Fifty-sixth Street, in the first 
place wins the heart of children up to 
six years because every child visiting 
the shop is given a grab in a large and 
mysterious bag, full of small and in- 
teresting bundles. Mothers find it 


exceedingly interesting on_ several 
other counts. 
Knitted suits, for instance. There 


are jersey ones from England in every 
possible color, with shorts and simple 
jackets with round or turned-down 
necks. The French suits are hand- 
knitted, with Navajo patterns in white 
on the tops. The sleeves of these are 
short, in the French fashion. ‘The 
shorts are plain. 

There are also some comfortable 
hand-knitted cardigan sweaters (with 
long sleeves) for very little children, 
also with the white patterns on colored 
backgrounds. There are more femi- 
nine frocks of French handkerchief- 
linen, and rubberized satin raincoats 
with hoods attached, for two and 
three-year-old children, who are never 
allowed out in the rain but look cute 
in them anyway. 

For infants—French hand-embroi- 
dered batiste things, and exceptionally 
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nice baby-caps. ‘There are also boxes 
for gifts containing things like chil- 
dren’s hangers and clothes-bags, lin- 
gerie straps, blankets—in fact, what- 
ever may be needed. The baby sheets 
of hand-drawn and hand-embroidered 
linen are to be recommended especial- 
ly. 

Among the toys, miniatures of 
French Citroens, and Citroen taxi- 
cabs with headlights that actually light 
up, are prominent. ‘The two differ- 
ences between these and the originals 
are, first, the size, and second, the fact 
that the toy ones run noiselessly. 












| eer lightly, as is my wont, 
from one thing to another, the 
next peregrination takes us, somewhat 
far afield, to the apartment of An- 
tonia Hatvany and Lilian Miracle, at 
3 University Place. This dauntless 
pair, aided by good taste and also by 
a knowledge of languages that nobody 
else in the world can speak, have man- 
aged to import a most unusual selection 
of everything from negligées to snuff 
boxes that formerly belonged to roy- 
alty. 

So, in a systematic way, the first at- 
tention will be paid to negligées, pa- 
jamas, shawls, and evening coats, 
made by Livor in Vienna and sold 
exclusively here. They are hand-paint- 
ed affairs on crépe de chine—not the 
familiar, violent type that has been 
done to death, but done in soft roses 
and mauves and dull greens, outlined 
in silver or gold paint, with exactly 
the effect of thread embroidery. On 
the velvets, the metal paint is dull 
and gives the effect of a brocade. The 
negligées are combined with chiffon, 
the evening coats are cut in a sort of 
Japanese fashion; the shawls are semi- 
circular. 

They are really most unusual and 
very lovely. I dislike hand-painted 
stuff as a rule, but these aren’t arty 
in the slightest. Lengths of the ma- 
terial are available to be made up in 
your own designs. 

In addition, you will find Hun- 
garian porcelains by Herend, some 
antique and some modern; authentic 
gipsy shawls, antique Viennese can- 
dlesticks, lengths of antique Italian 
brocade, priced from twelve dollars 
to four thousand, copies of Pompeian 
bronzes, wall-hangings of velvet with 
dull gold or silver tapestry patterns, 
green and gold Turkish glass, and 
knick-knacks, like the brilliant por- 
celain butterflies that hold place-cards 
between their wings. 

Most of the stuff I have not seen 
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FOOTBALL > 
FASHIONS 
FOR 
FOOTBALL FANS 


















—the best looking warm 
clothes you’ve ever seen. 







Fursand woolens to bun- 
dle up in designed so they 
won't give one that “big- 


as-a-house” feeling. Ora 
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Fifth Ave. at 35th St.—N. Y. : 2 
168 Regent St., London . : : 












Mc Cutche on's 


Forty-NInNTH ST. 
New YorRK 








FirTH AVENUE AT 
Derr. No. 75 


iniles IETS 
New Yorkers, near New Yorkers 


and not-so-near New Yorkers 
know they always find just the 
Handkerchiefs they want, at Mc- 
Cutcheon’s. Just check here the 
| styles you like best, tear out the 
page, and send it to us with check 
or money order. The next mail 


—your Handkerchiefs! 


Send for our New Fall and Winter Catalogue No. 75 














A—50c each Y 


B—$1.00 each E—$1.00 each 





F—50c each 





C—$1.25 each 





G—50c each 





D—$1.00 each 
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elsewhere. This, in itself, is unusual 
in a competitive town. The shop 
may be visited on Tuesdays, Thurs- 
days and Fridays, other days by ap- 
pointment. —L. L. 


THIS. AND THAT 


Beauty All Adorned— 
Pastes and Polishes 


HIS magnifi- 

cent depart- 
ment is to be de- 
voted this week 
solely to the an- 
cient art of wo- 
manly beauty, with 





modern variations. 
Lesquendieu of Paris happens to 


active. His 


Eclador, that queen of liquid nail pol- 
ishes, this time in a mother-of-pearl 
tint that was amazingly successful 
with American women in Europe this 
past year. Whether they will con- 
tinue to use it upon their return to this 
conservative country remains to be 
seen. At any rate, the polish, when 
properly app! lied (it requires two or 
three coats) is not eccentric, and gives 
the nails a silvery glow at night that 
is quite attractive. 

Mirett, the second Lesquendieu 
gadget to demand the attention of this 
department, is one of those supremely 
necessary little instruments, destined 
to keep mascaro from getting on the 
eyelid while it is being placed on the 
lashes. It is a little curved bone thing 
on the end of a stick that the eyelashes 
may rest on comfortably while they 
are being made up, and, I should 
think, might prove exceedingly useful 
to actresses. 

The third, called Nikita, is a paste 
lipstick, with the top of the case 
equipped with a bit of kid shaped like 
a finger-tip. This is to put lipstick on 
smoothly, without reddening the fin- 
ger. Whether you like the lipstick or 
not—Lesquendieu is the manufacturer 
of ‘Tussy—you must admit that this is 
an idea. All of these are on sale at 
the better shops. 


ND, GOING on to haircuts, 

Louis’, on Fifty-eighth Street, 
opposite the Plaza, has burst forth with 
a Queen-of-Roumania bob for older 
women, following that affected by our 
royal visitor. ‘The feature of it is the 
fact that the hair is swirled across the 
back, in the manner much favored at 
present, to take away the shorn and 
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prickly look at the back of the neck. 
Like long hair, only neater. —L. L. 


AS TO MEN 


A Coat—Some Prices— 
And a Dinner Jacket 


F CAMEL’S 

hair coats I 
have seen many in 
aNew York, but 
never one to com- 
Ww pare, for sheer 
§ swank, with a polo 
coat now on display at the Knox Shop 
at 452 Fifth Avenue. In addition 
to its unusually fine tailoring this 
créme de la créme of all polo coats is 
piped with brown leather along all of 
its seams—presumably to add to its 
wearing qualities, but actually, I ven- 
ture, to enhance its smartness. For 
country wear during autumn or spring 
it is quite the last word. The price, 
one hundred and seventy-five dollars, 
insures the buyer against imitators. 

Other camel’s hair coats, of equal 
quality but minus the piping, may be 
had at one hundred and thirty-five 
dollars. They are tailored with either 
a full or a half belt, and range, in 
color, from Oxford gray to light tan. 
A few are woven to resemble Harris 
tweeds—and quite nice, too. 

Knox is one of the several firms 
featuring the ubiquitous Burberry 
coats. ‘These vary in price from sev- 
enty-five to one hundred and twenty- 
five dollars and are eminently ser- 
viceable, if not extraordinarily smart. 
An interesting innovation among these 
is a combination top-overcoat. This 
garment is worn, in mild weather, as 
an ordinary topcoat. On sharper days 
one buttons in an extra woolen lining, 
reminiscent of the old trench-coat 
linings, and goes warmly clad without 
additional expenditure. 





HAVE HAD several discussions 

recently concerning the relative 
merits of British and American-made 
clothes, the results of which I pass 
along for your possible edification. 
The consensus, among American tai- 
lors, is that English clothes are unde- 
niably smart, but that the finer details 
of their tailoring leave much to be 
desired. 

That there is a certain amount 
of truth in this is borne out by my 
own experience. I was amazed, how- 
ever, to find that a well-known British 
tailor, who maintains a New York 
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DIRECT FROM PARIS 


The New Kurzman Shop 


BOISERIE from French chateaux— decorations 
from the smartest of Paris studios — bronzes 
and marbles and carved woods from France... 
these, to be sure... 


But charming as they are, they are only the 
setting; and the most important part of the 
story is the real shop itself—the smart things 
for smart people, chosen with a rare and 
selective taste—from handkerchiefs to negli- 
gees and from sports hats to evening wraps 
—Harry gloves and hose from Marny — 
Kurzman furs and Paris bags—a new French 
scarf and a different sort of flower— and 
GIFTS—a complete little shop in itself with 
rare and exquisite gifts from half the world. 


AND — may we whisper — ‘PRICES that 
( really !) would meet even the French idea of 
moderation ! 


I m porter 
661 FIFTH AVENUE ~— 52nd - 53rd Streets 
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Musardises- 
a Sports Perfume 


Perfumes in general may seem in- 
congruous for the eS oe but 
Musardises is the breath of woods 
and fields, imprisoned in lovely Bac- 
carat crystal. 

It is made and bottled in Paris and 
sold at the department stores and 
specialty shops of high standing in 
ew York. 

There are two Gabilla Bouquets, Vierge 
Folle and Folle Passion, made espzcially 
or the Grande Maison de Blanc. 


Paris 


Other Gabilla perfumes put 
up in Baccarat crystal are— 


Fleur du i Jour 
Mon Cheri 
Xantho 
Moda 








branch, has all of his clothes cut in 
England and finished here in order 
to meet the exactions of his American 
clientéle. 

There are a number of tailors in 
New York whose clothes compare fa- 
vorably with those of the best Eng- 
lish makers. ‘These firms turn out a 
first-rate product, charging from one 
hundred and twenty-five to one hun- 
dred and seventy-five dollars for a 
sack suit; while the first flight of 
English tailors charge from seventy- 
five to ninety dollars—with (approxi- 
mately) forty dollars necessarily add- 
ed, to cover the tariff on wool. 

If you intend going abroad it is, of 
course, absurd not to use a British 
tailor. If you are fortunate enough 
to possess a friend who visits England 
regularly and who is, at the same time, 
good natured, use a British tailor with 
a New York branch and have your 
friend bring the clothes in for you. 
If you are unable to avail yourself of 
either expedient, become resigned to 
paying a steep price and find consola- 
tion in sneering at British workman- 


ship. 


HIS IS to let you know that the 

famous brown dinner-jacket (an- 
nounced exclusively in this column 
some months ago) which is to be in- 
troduced to a dazzled city by Mr. 
Ernest Boyd, is even now under con- 
struction at the studios of Mme. 
Elaine Bernstein. It will be worn 
for the first time at a party to be given 
for Mme. Bernstein, Mr. Boyd and 
(how did you guess? ) —Bow.Ler 


P.S.—Further exclusive bulletins 
will appear in this column from time 
to time. —B. 


INAND ABOUT THE HOUSE 


Autumn Fires—Explora- 
tions in Electricity 


ms OO FF. 

This arrange- 

men of capital let- 
ters does not mean 
a new radio sta- 
tion. It is one of 
the lures used in the 
current advertising of apartments. 
It means wood-burning open fire- 
places. It indicates that a_ sec- 
tion of the house-hunting public 
has clamored so insistently for this 
time-honored ceremony that the hard 
heart of the apartment-house owner 
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e Astride! 


A healthful sport and invigorat- 
ing exercise made doubly en- 
joyable by inspiring scenery. One 
hundred and fifty miles of graded 
trails, high in the North Caro- 
lina mountains, provide an ever 
changing panorama of which 
one never tires. 

Then, too, there is excellent 
fishing and hunting for those 
who like these sports. 

The ONTEORA ROD & GUN 
CLuB is making a most unusual 
offer to both men and women 
who are interested in the great 
outdoors... You must learn about 
it. It is different and has a real 


appeal. 
Illustrated booklet on your request 


ONTEORA 
ROD G GUN 
CLUB 


51 East 42d St., New York City 





Copyright, 1926, by Onteora Rod & Gun Club 
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has softened, and that the sight, sound 
and smell of wood burning in a place 
made for it can be, at least, as much a 
part of one’s life at home as “white 
sinks.” (Is that, by the way, an un- 
deniable assertion? Does white never 
float? ) 

In many of the old houses, where 
each floor has been converted into an 
apartment, the fireplaces have been 
bricked up, plastered over, and gen- 
erally shamed out of existence. They 
can be opened up at very little cost. 
A lighted newspaper held to the open- 
ing will show whether there is still a 
draught. Often the flue has merely 
been capped to keep out the rain and 
snow, and removing it entails no great- 
er effort than a visit to the roof when 
the landlord is not looking. Of course, 
without professional inspection, you 
might burn your neighbor’s house 
down, but this isa small matter in 
comparison to the joy to be derived 
from a W. B. O. F. 

If the mantelpiece has been dis- 
carded or destroyed, the wrecking 
houses that are scattered about New 
York and Brooklyn will surely pro- 
vide you with one. P. H. Southard, 
at 63 Ninth Avenue, seems to have 
stored them for three-quarters of a 
century, at least, from the small, flam- 
boyantly carved marble arches of the 
fifties to the Jacobean or Italian 
Renaissance monsters so recently re- 
moved. If you do not find a size that 
fits or a type that pleases, a firm such 
as Todhunter’s, at 414 Madison Ave- 
nue, or Wm. H. Jackson Co., at 2 
West Forty-seventh Street, will make 
you one. Or those wily designers and 
craftsmen in the artificial stone, of 
whom I wrote a fortnight ago, will 
“compose” one for you. Jacobson 
Mantel and Ornament Co., at 324 
East Forty-fourth Street, have made a 
notable success of them. 


O LOOK in at the Electrical 

and Industrial Exposition at 
Grand Central Palace is to imagine 
that the burning of wood was a cus- 
tom known to savages in prehistoric 
times, but since become happily ex- 
tinct. An automatic. Toast-master, 
costing $11.74, makes toast in cold 
silence and snaps it, burning hot, onto 
your plate with sullen, indifferent reg- 
ularity. Another compact apparatus 
will combine the task of boiling your 
eggs, broiling your bacon, and making 
your toast for breakfast, all at th 
same time, if you can bring yourself 
to the difficult task of watching and 
removing all at the desired moment, 
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“Your PIPE DREAMS 
COME TRUE 


— with England’s finest pipes —Ben Wades 


Ben Wades are top pipes with the most particular set 
of pipe-smoking men in the world. The men of Oxford 
and Cambridge. The clubmen of London. The officers 
of Britain’s proudest regiments. 

Rich-grained, gleaming—like the hull of a scull. 
Sweet and mellow from the first day on—the “breaking” 
is done in the making—by a secret Ben Wade method 
generations old. Flowing lines, glowing finish. Beau- 
tiful from bowl to bit—a patrician pipe that will rank 
"longside your pet mashie, your favorite Airedale pup 
or Chippendale chair—a personal treasure for your per- 
sonal pleasure—eloquent of the elegance of your tastes! 


BEN WADE 


BRIARS 


MADE IN ENGLAND 



























Oh Dear! — 


I thought I had 
lost Five Pounds” 


ASN’T this been your experience in reducing 

—to think you had lost five or six pounds 
only to find that it was a beggarly pound and a 
half—or worse still, that instead of losing you had 
actually gained! Reducing i is so vexing a problem 
for many women simply because they do not do 
the right thing in weighing. You can't weigh 
yourself on one scale one day and on another the 
next, one time with one weight of clothes on and 
on the next time with another, and hope to make 
any real progress in reducing. 


You Must Know From Day 
to Day To the Exact Pound 


You won't have to vex yourself or adopt dan- 
gerous extremes in reducing if you will only follow 
a few simple rules of exercise or diet (send for our 
free “Watch Your Weight’’ booklet) and at 
the same time keep correctly informed as 
to your weight. Weigh yourself each and every 
day in the same state of dress on the 
same (accurate) scale. With “Detecto” this is 
easy. With “Detecto” occupying a place in your 
bathroom or bedroom, you can make correct, 
every-day weighing as simple and automatic a pro- 
cedure as brushing your teeth. “Detecto,” the per- 
sonal scale for the family, is accuracy itself. Reg- 
isters correctly each and every pound up to 300. 
It is easily carried from room to room, and its 
beautiful oven-baked snow-white enameled finish 
makes a neat addition to the room. While every 
“Detecto” carries a 5-year guarantee, it will, with 
ordinary care, last a lifetime. Certified and ap- 
proved by N. Y. Bureau of Weights and Meas- 
ures. 





===) 


$ I 5 at better Hardware and 
Department Stores. 


THE JACOBS BROS. CO. INC. 


Scale Makers Since 1900 
Dept. 24, 318 Greenwich St. 
New York, N.Y 





FREE 
BOOKLET 








The Jacobs Bros. Co 
Dept. 24, 318 Gace St., 


Gentlemen: 


Please send me free and postpaid Dr. Fred- 
erick W. Murphy’s booklet on weight and health. 


New York, N. Y. 
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while at the same time a waffle-iron, 
at $15.48, can be waffling steadily 
away on the sideboard without your 
even knowing it. 

The cold that ice creates is also i1 
the discard—obsolete. ‘There are re- 
frigerators that assure you of being 
“10 per cent. colder than ice creates,” 
that have “no pistons, no belts or pul- 
leys, no reciprocating parts, and only 
five moving parts,” but promise to 
freeze or to chill in a noiseless, vi- 
brationless way. A great accomplish- 
ment for $250. 

A fantastically complicated little 
object, called the “Kitchen Aid,” beats 
eggs, grinds coffee, chips ice, chops 
meat, freezes ice-cream, mixes cake. 
bread, or pie-dough, mashes potatoes, 
grates cheese, slices fruit, and whips 
cream, mayonnaise, etc., much or lit- 
tle. All this beating, grinding, chop 
ping, whipping and slicing is “for 
the home.” 

Perhaps it is for the neat and tidy 
little home that the New York and 
Queens Electric Light and Pewer 
have fitted out with every diabolical 
electric device on the market, and that 
could quite conceivably be a lodging 
somewhere in hell. No W. B. O. F.’s 
here. Magi-coal, floor-lamp, electric 
clock and cigar lighter for the living 
room, and half a chair that might 
disappear entirely at the turn of a 
switch. 


In the dining room a cheerful 
little table, set with vitrified china 
for two, with toast-masters snapping, 
coffee percolators perc-ing and waf- 
fle irons waffling again. For the bed- 
room a heating-pad, boudoir lamp, 
curling iron, marcel waver, and 
somewhere in the dim, far distance, 
a bed. 

A hair-dryer, thermo and _ light 
emersion heater make the bathroom a 
grand place in which not to bathe. 
These delights are procurable on three, 
or even two, outlets. One outlet is all 
I would need in that house, if ever I 
found myself in it, and I would use it 
only once. Passing the garage, I 
would break into a run for fear the 
battery charger, re-enforced by the 
trouble lamps, would get me. 

What about pillaging the air of this 
force we call electricity in order to 
dry hair, heat beds, read books and 
light cigars? Are we becoming 
bald, blind, bed-ridden and _nicotine- 
poisoned as a result? I must not 
be tempted into philosophic digres- 
sions. 

However, so much for this week! 

—Rerparp LEIRUM 
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Sweet as 


the pipes of Pan 
AUSONIA 


a new note in fragrance 


ECREATESanold Italian 
perfume of the luxury- 
loving days of Pompeii. 
Ausonla issuggestive of the 
Orient, which in those days 
furnished Italy with all of its 
many perfumes. Yet it is 
like no present day fragrance. 
Paris says its fragrance is 
mildly intoxicating. To the 
American sense, its instant 
appeal will be the suggestion 
it gives of sweet cleanliness. 
First importations include 


EXTRACT 
TOILET WATER 
FACE POWDER 


Ausonia will take high 
place with Fleurs d'Amour, 
Le Jade, Violette de Parme 
and the many other fragrant 
creations of 


ROGER & GALLET 


Parfumeurs « Paris 


709 Sixth Avenue 
New York 


Canadian Agency: 
Emile Meriot, 
103 rue St. Frangois-Xavier, 
ontrea 
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MUSICAL 
EVENTS 


Rhapsody on the English 
Singers—Other English 
Song—Jazz Made Re- 
spectable—More About 


Tenors 


OR MORE 

years than you 
would care to ad- 
mit, we have im- 
agined that the 
hey-nonny-no and 
fae-lal-la' madri- 
gals of the sixteenth and seven- 
teenth centuries were just so much 
hooey, to adopt a word recently made 
legal for music criticism by the abder- 
itic Mr. Chotzinoff. And then we 
heard the English Singers. Suddenly 
the apparently meaningless particles 
became more alive than the incan- 
descent texts to which the fashionable 
contemporaries compose, and the rou- 
lades of early English coloratura be- 
came more dramatic than the imposing 
snatches of soil around which our 
realistic lied is wrapped. Morley, 
Gibbons, Weelkes, Purcell, and the 
anonymous geniuses whom Vaughan 
Williams has transcribed with incom- 
parable beauty, along with the rest of 
the gallant gentlemen of England, 
seemed to us to be the greatest musi- 
cians that ever lived while the Eng- 
lish Singers were parcelling out de- 
light in Town Hall of a recent rainy 
Sunday afternoon. 

There is nothing in music like 
these six vocalists. They sit about a 
refectory table—and not an, uncom 
monly handsome table, we add regret- 
fully—to sing one gay or pensive tune 
after the other with a finesse and a 
spirit that no solo singer of our day 
can excel. Sometimes twe or three 
of the Singers arise for trios and duets, 
while one of their unemployed com- 
panions provides an accompaniment at 
a piano which seems to have been left 
in a corner of the stage by some care- 
less attendant. For the most part, 
they lean on the table and lift up their 
voices, like so many jolly English folk 
enjoying themselves after a fine Sun- 
day dinner—except that no ordinary 
subjects of the King can sing that 
way. If, at the end of a motet, a 
butler appeared with coffee and li- 
queurs, nobody would be surprised. 

The audience was in an uproar most 
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What's right with this picture? 
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OMETIME ago spoke this lady in despair, “I’m going 

to utter rack and ruin—all because I haven’t time for 

a wave and a manicure. Something must be done about 

it.”” And something was. At Lewis & Conger she invested 

in a variety of housekeeping aids, large and small, to speed 

her work. ‘“‘Now my housekeeping time is cut right in 

half,” proclaims the triumphant lady. ‘And I have loads 
of time for—oh, everything!”’ 


“No longer do I have Use Katch-All instead 
to scramble around of the unsightly sink 
looking for my shoes,” strainer. It fastens 
laughed the lady. “I to the sink waste 
keep them in my new pipe, swings in and out 
Neatway Shoe Rack.” at a touch. Leaves 
The Neatway fast- the sink clean and 
ens to the lower half free to work in, 
of the closet door. Of Aluminum with 
Either 20 or 24 inch- removable drainer. 
es long. $1.50 $3.00 





Carried in one hand, 
“My Hachinette the Electric Hand 
comes in handy for Vacuum Brush ener- 
chopping up all sorts’ getically routs dust 
of small things,” out of places too 
said the lady. small for the large 
a sleek little bowl of ny se to reach. It 
smooth hard wood has dust bag and long 
accompanied by a cord attachment, 
curved-to-fit chopping Weighs only 3 pounds. 
knife, $1.75 $19.75 


The Apartment Space 
The Pease Clothes Saver. Opened, it’s 
Tree stands meekly a complete electric 
in a corner, Its arms kitchenette. Closed, 
straighten out when it performs as a read- 
you need them, fold ing table or console. 
up when you don’t. Mahogany finish 
It has 36 of them, of $47.00, Blue enamel 
unpainted hard wood with ivory trim, or 
giving 40 feet of dry- ivory with blue trim, 
ing space. $10.00 $39.50 


JEwIs& ConcER 


45th St. & Sixth Ave., New York—Vanderbilt 0571 




















‘tA HOUSEFUL OF HOUSEWARES"’ 











as 


raat 


Se 














~ Sse 6 ercemet (oer ee eee 
. = rt a auntie 





? SELES RI. 











62 





A Late Fall Night. 
Outside—the screeching moan of asharp 
wind as it whips under the eaves. . . 
Inside—soft lights, cozy warmth and 
a Panatrope playing thru the overture 
of a great opera as you listen on, totally 
bewildered. Such smoothness and real- 
ism... such magic of sound. It must 
be... it is, the very soul of music, re- 
created. 
No entertainment was ever more 
enjoyable than the Panatrope. Its 
scientific principle of electrical repro- 
duction has established a new era in 
re-produced sound—and in music. Its 
performance over the entire scale, vocal 
or instrumental, is astounding in pre- 
cision and beauty—the impossible, 
realized. 
Automatically controlled. Merel 
press a button—then enjoy the chrill 
that is ever anew with a Panatrope . . . 
ever tempting. 
DEFERRED TERMS IF DESIRED 
To see and listen te this instrument 
is to be convinced of its irreproachable 
virtues. Hear and believe for yourself 
at the Fifth Avenue. 


Saton 


668 FIFTH AVENUE 
at 53 rd Street- 














The Soul of Music 








of the afternoon, and it was not one of 
the outbursts led by fine, if durable, 
Italian hands. The Vaughan Wil- 
liams setting of “The Turtle Dove,” 
as lovely a melody as you will hear in 
a cycle of concerts, stopped the show, 
and when a wistful air from centuries 
past, sung without accompaniment and 
without “artistic”? improvements, can 
send an unusually clean and intelligent 
New York audience into almost 
apoplectic ecstasies, we have something 
to write about. Which we have done; 
and we conclude with the observation 
that if you miss hearing the English 
Singers you are so much more of a 
tender fool. 


NOTHER English visitor was 

Ursula Greville, ostensibly a con- 
cert soprano, but actually a song-plug- 
ger and one who brought songs well 
worth the plugging. Between con- 
certs, Miss Greville edits a rather sa’icy 
monthly called “The Sackbut,” which, 
we understand, makes a good many 
London musicians sore. Miss Gre- 
ville’s two programs were presented 
in Town Hall on Saturday nights, and 
except for Christmas Day there prob- 
ably is no less opportune occasion 
for a concert than on Saturday 
night. 

However, the valiants who scattered 
through the too-wide open spaces of 
Town Hall became acquainted with 
a flock of excellent airs, ranging from 
some fetching specimens of Scotch 
and English balladry (one “tradition- 
al” was about the wickedest thing 
perpetrated in any public place this 
season) to a “Baby’s Night Song” by 
Gerrard Williams, which was the first 
respectable lullaby expounded here- 
abouts since Brahms shut up shop. Miss 
Greville has sailed back to battle with 
galley-proofs and delinquent contrib- 
utors, but the songs which she brought 
with her will echo about our halls as 
soon as other singers can obtain copies. 


ORE old English songs fol- 

lowed in the recital of Mina 
Hager, who has done notable service 
in “Pierrot Lunaire,” “Saturday’s 
Child” and other difficult matters 
sponsored by the League of Com- 
posers. * 

The arranger this time was Leo 
Sowerby, from whom one might have 
expected all manner of cacopho- 
nous dins but who crossed every- 
body by making sensible versions with 
effective piano accompaniments. Un- 
fortunately, Mr. Sowerby chose 
monotonously drab originals for his| 











THE NEW YORKER 


“How did you 
break it to the 
family, dear?” 


“Ho, hum,” he answers, chest 
protruding, “I must say I was very 
diplomatic, my love. I sent them 
my visiting card and the new rec- 
ord so appropriately entitled — 
T’ve got the girl!’” 


Brunswick new records 
for the week are 


“T’ve got the girl’ Fox trot played by 
Abe Lyman’s California Orchestra. 

“Just a bird’s eyeview of my old 
Kentucky Home”’ 3322 


*1’d love to meet that old sweetheart 
of mine” 
“Tl fly to Hawaii”? Vocal duet 3314 


“Sing, Katie (But leave the piano alone)” 
‘“‘Why do ya roll those eyes?” 
3309 


Vocal duets from Americana 


“Along Miami Shore’’ 3239 
“Maple leaf rag’ 


—Piano solos by Harry Snodgrass 


*‘Lucrezia Borgia (Drinking Soug — 
It is better to laugh)”’—Donizetti 

“Il Trovatore—Stride la vampa!”’ 
Fierce Flames are soaring. 


Verdi, Act II. Sung in Italian 


by Sigrid Onegin, Contralto. 15110 


Always something new on 
Brunswick Records 





There’s new snap, rhythm and pep in 
**Light-Ray’’ records 


PANATROPES « RADIOLAS - RECORDS 




















THE NEW YORKER 


labors. After all, putting “1563” af- 
ter a title doesn’t make a good tune 
out of an indifferent exercise, and not 
every ancient melody was an in- 
teresting one. Miss Hager also trotted 
out some Irish songs by Arnold Bax, 
a composer who has made superb ar- 
rangements of old English and French 
ditties. The Irish affairs, however, 
were pretty terrible. 


EOPLE who never had heard the 

last group of any recital stayec 
through Miss Hager’s entertainment to 
hear the premiére of four songs by 
John Alden Carpenter, to texts by 
Langston Hughes, the titles being, 
“Shake Your Brown Feet, Honey, 
“Midnight Nan,” “The Cryin’ 
Blues,” and “Jazz Boys.” Mr. 
Hughes’ verses were notably sel f-con- 
scious, but Mr. Carpenter’s settings 
easily outsprinted them in this respect 
Mr. Carpenter, who has to his credi‘ 
“The Birthday of the Infanta,” “In 
a Perambulator,” and “Krazy Kat,” 
has taken to jazz or something of 
the sort in recent years. He wrote a 
clever little sketch for Paul White- 
man, and although there was con- 
descension in every measure, it was 
amusing. 

“Skyscrapers,” produced last year 
at the Metropolitan, also treated 
the jazz idiom superciliously, but 
the new songs sounded downright 
aristocratic. They are fair-to-mid 
dling jazz ruined by refinement, and 
the cultured presentation by Miss Ha 
ger and her accompanist completed 
their downfall. Miss Hager, who 
has a fine contralto voice and a dez 
of musical intelligence, took the edg 
off what might have been an enjoyable 
recital by struggling too hard to un- 
earth unusual music. The contribu- 
tions of the late Bach showed up 
everything else on the program, jazz 
included, believe it or not. 


NE OF the white hopes of Amer- 
ican song, Richard Crooks, re- 
turned to Carnegie Hall—reasonably 
full, for once (the hall, we mean)— 
to demonstrate that he can be just as 
good a tenor as he cares to be. Mr. 
Crooks has a magnificent voice, a good 
repertoire of vocal tricks and excellent 
diction. His singing of the dream 
aria from “Manon” was a genuine 
achievement, the more so as he repeat- 
ed it in an interpretation completely 
different from his original version and 
just as striking. If he will shun the 
easy moan and shout of minor Italian 
tenors he may go to almost any height. 
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How a cup of delicious coffee 
gpened her eyes 
to a needless sacrifice / 


R more than a year she had 

denied herself coffee . . . banned 

by her doctor when sleeplessness and 

nervousness brought her to the verge 
of a breakdown. 


He had told her that it was the 
drug, caffein, in coffee that was under- 
mining her health, and there could be 
no compromise—she must give it up. 

But what a sacrifice it was! Noth- 
ing could take the place of coffee. No 
substitute could satisfy her craving 
for the soul-satisfying taste of coffee; 
for coffee’s bracing goodness. 


Then one fortunate day, at a smart 
luncheon, she heard of Sanka Coffee, a 
wonderful new coffee from which the 
caffein has been extracted. Her hostess 
served it and urged her to try it. 
She drank it expectantly and found it 
as delicious and satisfying as any she 
had ever tasted. Now she drinksall the 
coffee she wants—Sanka Coffee—at 
any hour of the day or night—with 
no distressing or harmful after-effects. 


Sy (OFFEE SAVES 


CANKA 
oy 
Sa) 
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Treated by a special process, Sanka 
Coffee is freed of 97 per cent of the 
health-destroying drug, caffein, and 
rendered perfectly safe for anyone to 
drink. Hundreds of physicians recom- 
mend Sanka to those who suffer from 
sleeplessness, nervousness, indigestion 
and other ills produced by ordinary 
coffee. Yet Sanka is as delicious as any 
coffee you ever drank —a choice blend 
of the highest-quality coffees. 


Make this test yourself! 


We want you to make a simple test. 
Send in the coupon with ten cents to 
cover mailing costs and you will re- 
ceive two small cans of coffee marked 
“A” and “B.” One will contain Sanka 
Coffee; the other, the same blend with 
none of the caffein removed. Try them 
both. See if you can tell the difference. 
A week later, we'll write you and tell 
you which is which. You can buy 
Sanka Coffee at your grocer’s or deli- 
catessen store. 


LLB KE | ALLE 


Sanka Coffee Corporation, Dept. YR3 

301 Madison Ave., New York City 

Gentlemen: Find enclosed ten cents for which you 
are to send me two cans — one containing Sanka 
Coffee, the other containing the same kind of coffee 
with none of the caffein removed. 
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One's entire bearing and outlook are brighter éf 
the feet are smartly clad. Chic is assured in 
Pedemodes 


Mignon 
Combining cut-out 
and instep 
Strap 


CThe tedemode Shop 
NewYork 570 Fifth Ave. 


Boston Cleveland 


Detroit 














THE QUIN 


AN EXQUISIT ” 
TEnSITE ate 
AT TAR. 
FROM BULGARIAS 
VALLEY or ROSES 
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B. ALTMAN Co 
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STERN BROS. 
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“THREE THOUSAND ROSES IN EACH FLACON 
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And if he doesn’t, he probably will 
become fearfully popular with morn- 
ing musicales. 


NEW RECORDS 


A Soothing Visitor From 
Vienna—Quintets and 


Duets—A New Dance 


Orchestra 


LTHOUGH 

the symphonic 
records imported 
recently by several 
companies are con- 
sistently good, not 
only in perform- 
ance but in record- 
ing, the European notion of a dance 
disc remains primitive. Evidently the 
art of orchestration has not touched the 
maestros of Central Europe, for their 
output runs chiefly to stodgy repeti- 
tions of commonplace scorings. How- 
ever, we have received from the 
Odeon Company a European record 
which isn’t merely a bad imitation of 
a fox-trot. It is titled, “Idyllic Wan- 
derings’ and “Thousand and One 
Nights’ Tale,” the former being a 


\}charming waltz and the latter a cur- 


ious combination of a waltz verse with 
a slow fox-trot refrain. The com- 
positions are by Robert Stoltz, who 
wears pleasantly, but a little stiffly, 
the shoes of Johann Strauss, and the 
performance is by Edith Lorand and 
her orchestra, a highly competent 
string band. 


We do not know of any dancers 
to whom we can recommend this rec- 
ord, but we suggest it to anybody who 
would like a caressingly Viennese 
change from the usual popular record 
diet. 


Collectors of samples from the 
Revelers and Singing Sophomores 
(the Victor and Columbia titles for 
the same quintet) are advised that 
“Breezin’ Along” and “Moonlight on 
the Ganges” (Victor) and “Why Do 
Ya Roll Those Eyes” and “Lay Me 
Down to Sleep in Carolina” (Colum- 
bia) are two “for the book.” 

Our readers who liked the Virginia 
Rea-Franklyn Baur Brunswick issues 
might send for “Who Could Be 
More Wonderful Than You” and 
“Only You and Lonely Me,” which 
record goes to the top of the recent 
duet stacks. 

For late Fall dancing— 

Desert Eyes and Kiss Your Lirt- 
TLE Basy Goop NicutT. A new or- 
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chestra, known as Jules Herbuveaux’ 
Palmer House Orchestra, does these 
beautifully, omitting the senseless 
modulations which are becoming a 
plague on most dance records. (Vo- 
calion). 

BREEzIN’ ALONG and Tet, ME 
You Love Me. The Seattle Harmony 
Kings reign over the breezin’ air and 
Landry’s Orchestra does well with 
the amorous supplication. (Victor). 

Because I Love You and I’M On 
My Way Home. Two by Irving 
Berlin, the latter sounding like a fierce 
hit, brightly played by the Radiolites, 
whoever they are. (Columbia). 

For My SweerHeart and SHE 
Betoncs To Me. Mike Markel’s Or- 
chestra, which you hear at many parties, 
does its usual good job with the 
“Sweetheart” ditty, and the Gotham 
Nightingales (what names they give 
these gangs!) are efficient with the 
possessive ballad. (Okeh). 

ve Gor Tue Girt and Just A 
Biro’s-EvyE View. ‘Two new songs 
by Walter Donaldson, played authen- 
tically by Abe Lyman’s California 
Orchestra, and what more do you 


want? (Brunswick). —R. A. S. 
. 
ARE YOU ANEW YORKER? 


TEN EASY QUESTIONS THAT WILL 
HELP YOU TO KNOW. ‘THE ANSWERS 
ARE PRINTED ON PAGE 85. 

1—Which famous naval hero is 
buried in Trinity churchyard? 

2—Where is there a statue of a 
physician in Manhattan? 

3—Where in New York did Cap- 
tain Kidd live? 

4—W hat is a street only one block 
long, from one end of which you 
cannot see the other? 

5—What—next to the bus—is the 
best way to get to Chinatown? 

6—What was Ellis Island original- 
ly called? 

7—How far north did Central 
Park originally extend? 

9—Which street has one name in 
the middle and another at the sides? 

10—Which hotel still standing 
was the scene of a notorious murder 
fifty years ago? 


_ ATTENTION! LincoLn SHAREHOLDERS: 
he last Monday of February this year 
comes on Tuesday, February 23.—Massa- 
chusetts paper. 


But when Saturday comes on Mon- 
day we’ll begin to worry. 



























































CAMELS HAIR 


DOUBLE AND SINGLE-BREASTED OVER- 
GARMENTS OF IMPORTED CAMELS HATR, 


PATTERNED OR PLAIN, IN TONES OF 
TAN. EXECUTED WITH LORD RAGLAN 
SHOULDERS AND OTHERWISE CORRECT 


FROM THE VIEWPOINT OF THE NEW YORKER. 


ONE HUNDRED DOLLARS 
AND MORE 
READY-TO-PUT-ON 
TAILORED AT FASHION PARK 





FIFTH AVENUE AT FORTY-SIXTH STREET 
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Nights A-Glamour 


with Moon and Dancing 


A Glorious Month Through The Old 
Spanish Main From February Sth. 
to March 6th 


ECKS festooned with 

swaying lanterns. . gold- 
en bubbles in the tropic night 
. . Shattered silver waters lap- 
ping .. fragrant winds. . call- 
ing music.. one who has never 
danced on shipboard does not 
know dancing at its loveliest .. 
And this is anightly occurrence 
on the French Line cruise 


To the Caribbean 


varied with wondrous trips ashore. 


The S. S. Lafayette will take you 
through this sapphire sea..to Ber- 
muda, to Nassau .. Havana... La 
Guaira .. Curacao .. Colon .. King- 
ston..the very names are romance. 
Throughout the trip you live entirely 
on the steamer. . surrounded with 
comfort, with charm. . gayeties .. 
interesting companions. Thirty long, 
lovely days... the fares range from 
$325 to $1200 including shore excur- 
sions. No passport required. 


Sailing from Philadelphia 
February Sth 


Make your reservations now... then, 
aboard and away .. to sail the seas 
where the buccaneer roamed. 


Trench Line 


19 State Street, New York City 


Write us or eny French Line Agent or 
recognized Tourist Office for brochure 














THE PRIZE RING IN 1936 


[SceneE: Maptson SQuARE 
GarvEN. Battling Van Buren is 
about to defend his title against 
Depeyster Depew. The gong has 
rung and the men advance to the 
center of the ring. | 


Van BuREN (extending his hand): 
How do you do, Mr. Depew. I 
sincerely trust that whatever the out- 
come of this encounter, no personal 
animosity will exist between you 
and I. 

Depew: Perish the thought! But, 
Mr. Van Buren, your diction is 
sadly at fault. Just now you were 
guilty of saying, “between you and 
I.” You should have said, “‘be- 
tween you and me.” “Between” is 
a preposition taking the accusative. 

Van B.: You’re right, old chap. Please 
pardon the grammatical error. Our 
profession, I fear, is not conducive 
to the use of correct English. Yet 
the remuneration is such that one 
is tempted to follow it, in spite of 
one’s better judgment. (They spar. ) 

Depew: True, only too true! But I 
say, old top, that left hook of yours 
is prettily executed. Allow me to 
compliment you upon what I con- 
sider an extraordinary display of 
science! 

Van B.: Really now! But I do derive 
an inordinate amount of satisfac- 
tion from it. I learned it at Ox- 
ford during my spare hours. 

Depew: Oh, then you are an Oxford 
man. Are you acquainted in Eng- 
land? I am very much interested 
in those queer insular people, es- 
pecially in the literati. Do you 
know Shaw? 

Van B.: Only through his works. I 
consider him a dangerous radical, 
yet I am forced to concede that he 
is an intellectual giant. 

(At this point Depew knocks Van 
Buren down for the count of five. 
The crowd goes wild.) 

Depew: You are not invulnerable, 
are you, old chap? Yet I find you 
a worthy antagonist. Get up and 
we will resume. (Van Buren strug- 
gles up.) 

Van B.: I traveled a bit on the Con- 
tinent last year. France and Ger- 
many are most enjoyable, but I 
found Italy simply superb. What 
is your opinion of the Venetian 
school of painting? 

Depew: I cannot say that I enjoy 
them, although I would be the last 
to deny their greatness. But, per- 
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the Rainbow 
Lies Your Pot 
of Gold 


It is at Nassau, in the 
Bahamas, ancient “Port of 
Pirates,” with its enameled 
loveliness, sunshine, hospi- 
tality, laughter—a British 
colony only a short sail 
from New York, with a 
warm welcome ready and 
that freedom which is life. 
Nassau calls you. 

Come! 


Once Columbus visited 
Nassau; he should have 
stayed! You may not find 
pirate gold in the sand— 
you will find days of rest 
and play, bewitching nights 
in a land of romance. Ad- 
venture, at Nassau, seems 
never far off! 


Bathing, fishing, golf on 
the new 18hole course, 
with its own bathing beach; 
tennis on the famous courts. 


Whether you can stay for 
time brief or long, Nassau 
welcomes you! 


Two and one-half days’ sail from 
New York; fifteen hours from 
Miami. 


Munson §S. S. Line, Pass. Dept. 
67 Wall St., New York City 
The Canadian Government Merchant 
Marine, Ltd 


ine, ‘ 
230 St. James St., Montreal 


Isle of June™ 
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sonally, I lean toward the early 
Florentine. To my mind, Giotto 
was the master of masters. But 
then, I am only a dilettante in the 
matter of painting. (Here the gong 
sounds for the end of the round.) 

Van B. (coming out for the second 
round): Well, Mr. Depew, al- 
though I find you a man of pleas- 
ing personality and exceptional tal- 
ent, I feel it incumbent to deliver 
a blow that will undoubtedly ren- 
der you prostrate. Are you pre- 
pared now for the vicious conflict 
that will presently ensue? 

Depew (sparring): Your determina- 
tion to concentrate upon the busi- 
ness in hand is laudable in the ex- 
treme, Mr. Van Buren. I shall, 
therefore, endeavor to cooperate 
with you. But I have enjoyed our 
discourse. And I trust that some- 
time it may be resumed under hap- 
pier circumstances. (He lands a left 
to Van Buren’s jaw.) 

Voice (from the ringside): Come 
on, Battler! Knock the big stiff 
kickin’. 

Van B.: That is a genial sally, is it 
not? I fear that certain of my 
partisans are attempting to convert 
our orderly engagement into a scene 
of rowdyism. My apologies to you, 
Mr. Depew, for their unseemly 
conduct. 

Depew: Thank you, Mr. Van Buren. 
But I shall ignore them. We are, 
of course, at the mercy of such 
hoodlums. But let us preserve a 
stoic calm and turn a deaf ear to 
the ribaldry!' Are you ready now 
to exchange buffets? 

(And they settle down to a fight to 
the finish.) —Epwin Rutr 


HIGHER EDUCATION 


Every afternoon at tea 

At the Ritz a girl can see 

The boys and girls who cut the capers 
That make the headlines in the papers. 


Unquestionably girls who’ve got 

Their wits about them learn a lot 

From tea-ing there—they say they 
find 

It most improving for the mind. 


—G. S. 


NOW THAT’S SETTLED 


The Memphis Rotary Club won the 
World War, declared A. L. Parker at 
the weekly luncheon Tuesday.—Tennes- 





see paper. 





Cruise 
From New York, January 15, 1927 
VARIETY—THE 
SPICE OF THE CRUISE 


The Most Beautiful City—T he 
Loneliest Island—T he Greatest 
Natural W onder 


It was the infinite variety, the absorbing con- 
trasts that so strikingly impressed the members of 
the first African Cruise. Rio and other magnifi- 
cent South American capitals furnished a back- 
ground of splendor, against which stark and 
isolated Tristan da Cunha, in the middle of the 
South Atlantic, and the primitive grandeur and 
pagan kraals of Africa stood out in bold relief. 


The Second Cruise offers an even more alluring 
opportunity to visit new lands of wonder and old 
favorite places—West Indies, South America, 
South and East Africa, the Sudan, Egypt, Europe. 


It will be the first great cruise by a motor vessel, 
the new ASTURIAS, most luxurious liner in 
the world—1or1 glorious days. Cruise rates include 
excursions in various countries visited. 


THE NEW 
MEDITERRANEAN CRUISE 
From New York, February 26, 1927 


To glorious islands of Greece, where the Blue Mediterranean 
surpasses itself—the beautiful and romantic Dalmatian Riviera, 
ep ports of the “standard” cruise besides. A Springtime 
Cruise of 70 days, by the splendid cruising steamer ORCA. 


Write for Illustrated Booklets 


THE ROYAL MAIL STEAM PACKET CoO. 


New York Philadelphia Boston Cleveland Chicago Detroit 
St. Louis Minneapolis San Francisco Los Angeles Seattle 
Atlanta Vancouver Winnipeg Montreal Toronto Halifax 


in cooperation with 


AMERICAN EXPRESS COMPANY 
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Fascinating adventuresin tropical seas where 
the glamour and romance of the buccaneer 
still live. Glorious voyages, not to seek buried 
gold but to find joy and health. Care-free 
days on board the ideal cruising steamer RELIANCE and shore 
excursions in lands of wonderful beauty and charm. 


S. S. RELIANCE 


Sails from New York on five 
‘‘Pleasure Pirate Pilgrimages”’ 


DEC. 18 JAN. 8 JAN. 26 FEB. 26 MAR. 30 
15 Days 15 Days 27 Days 27 Days 15 Days 
15 Day Cruises—6200 and up 27 Day Cruises—$300 and up 


The RELIANCE is unsurpassed in size and 
appointments for tropical cruising. Luxur- 
ious lounges, winter garden ball room, spa- 
cious decks, sunlit swimming pool, gymna- 
sium and many other features. The wide 
cruise experience of the management assures 
unexcelled service and comfort. 








Descriptive literature sent on request 


HAMBURG-AMERICAN LINE 


UNITED AMERICAN LINES, INC., General Agents 


35-39 Broadway, N. Y. 177 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago 131 State St., Boston 
230 South 15th St., Philadelphia 574 Market Street, San Francisco 


or Local Steamship and Tourist Agents 




















SEVENTY WEST FORTY-FIFTH STREET 


prea that the club rooms are now open, 
after extensive remodeling and redecorating 


MR. ARTHUR FRANKLIN 
and his 
YACHT CLUB ENTERTAINERS 


Messrs. Webb Hahne, William 
Carola, Harry Earle, Roy Ingraham 


Wy and guests are cordially invited to 


renew their patronage with the assurance 
that the same exclusiveness will prevail as in the past. 


THE OFFICERS 


Murray Hill 1618 or 9307 
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TABLES 


URSTING forth on 
the Century Roof, 
which is probably the best 
layout for a dancing club 
in this, our fair city, the 
Café de Paris had an im- 
pressive Lee - and - Jake 
opening, with Dora Stro- 
eva, that perfectly swell 
Russian singer, perform- 
ing rather disdainfully 
before positively the 
largest and most glittering gathering 
of cheap people ever assembled under 
one roof. This record will undoubt- 
edly stand until the American Legion 
holds its convention in Paris next sum- 
mer. Jammed in among that swarm 
of vaudeville impresarios and their 
equivalents, nothing can make you like 
a place—not Ben Selvin’s excellent 
dance music, useless when you are 
being knocked about all over the floor; 
not even Stroeva herself, tuxedo jack- 
et, gay scarf, guitar and all. It is 
typical of the Shubert genius that she 
is placed in their most spacious night 
club—she who is best in the smoky, in- 
timate type of place. However, she 
thrilled me, even there. She also kept 
the crowd quiet—no mean feat— 
during her rendering of songs Rus- 
sian, French, and (this with a slight 
grimace) by Eer-veeng Bear-leen. 
The rest of the show was inconse- 
quential, except for a Russian laddie 
named Velodia Vestoff, who looked 
just enough like Denning Miller to 
make his incredible agility come as 
a great surprise. The announcer, a 
supposed Frenchman who talked like 
a character out of Milt Gross, was 
offensive. 





NTERTAINMENT, of course, 

is getting less and less important 
in drawing a high class crowd out 
after the theatre. At one time, people 
went forth because they really wanted 
to see Gilda Gray or Florence Mills 
do her stuff. Now, the main motive 
is to see other people and to be seen 
in turn. The best entertainment in 
the world, unless it is well exploited, 
does not necessarily mean that the 
management can pick and choose its 
crowd. And that-is why so many 
proprietors are bald before their time. 


ND NOW to Frances Williams, 
still a prime favorite with this 
department, who “has often been told 
that the Williams shoulders and hers 
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FOR TWO 


are identical. She is hold- 
ing forth at Redmond’s 
Rendezvous, at 121 West 
Forty-fifth Street, and 
she is just as swell as she 
ever was in her blue 
singing, in her dancing 
of the Black Bottom, and 
in the way she rolls her 
eyes. She is aided and 
abetted by one Charles 
Kaley, a presentable gen- 
tleman with a nice smile, a nice voice, 
and an ability to sing a sentimental 
love song without either dragging, 
falsettoing, or making convulsive ex- 
pressions with the eyeballs. I even 
think he could sing “Because I Love 
You” without causing me pain. Which 
is praise. 

He and Miss Williams present 
an entertainment which is just short 
enough, the people present are few, 
and there is lots of room to dance 
to elegant dance-music. Very nice, 
but I warn you who have read the 
preceding paragraph that you will 
probably not see either the Wolf of 
Wall Street, a Duncan twin, or the 
Queen of Roumania there. 


OSITIVELY the first New York- 

er to invade this sanctum of the 
visiting necktie salesman and his girl, 
I went to the McAlpin Grill the other 
night for dinner. I am still trying 
to remember why, though the fact 
that it was nine o’clock, we were not 
dressed and felt like dancing may have 
had something to do with it. Anyway, 
the Ernie Golden Orchestra is very 
good, and the Moorish arch arrange- 
ment gives a more intimate look than 
you would believe possible. 


HE MIRADOR now has become 

a poor man’s paradise. The cou- 
vert is now four dollars, nct including 
supper. After you have paid two dol- 
lars for the scrambled eggs that used 
to be included in the five dollar charge, 
you'll undoubtedly find out the 
magnanimity of this noble gesture. 


EREWITH a letter from an 
enthusiast, who fails to consider 
the price of taxis nowadays: 


Dear Lipstick: 


In case you ever get out of bed 
before eleven p.m. (which, mind you, 
I am inclined to doubt) and feel like 
really making an effort for your eve- 
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Only strong, live, clean-looking hair is healthy 














You can keep your hair 


thick and healthy 


HERE are just two common 

ills of the hair: dandruff— 
an actual scalp infection; and 
thinning hair—due to the slowing 
down of scalp circulation. 


Both these ills can be com- 
batted, can as a rule be com- 
pletely overcome, even though 
of long standing: 

EVERY MORNING moisten hair and 

scalp generously with Ed. Pinaud’s Eau 

de Quinine. Then with the fingers pressed 
down firmly, move the scalp vigorously 
in every direction, working the tonic 
thoroughly into every inch of the scalp. 

Comb and brush your hair while still 

moist. It will lie smoothly just the way 

you want it. 
At the very first touch of Ed. 
Pinaud’s your scalp will begin to 
tingle and glow. And your hair— 


too long dull, sick-looking—will 
after only a few days begin to 
look every bit as clean, as live, as 
vigorous as it feels! 


For Ed. Pinaud’s Eau de Qui- 
nine does the two things needed 
to promote hair health—destroys 
dandruff infection and stimulates 
active nourishing circulation. 


Make this care of your scalp 
as regular a part of your morning 
toilet as brushing your teeth. 


Get Ed. Pinaud’s Eau de Quinine 
today at any drug store or depart- 
ment store. Look for the signature 
of Ed. Pinaud in red on each bottle. 
Pinaud Incorporated, 90 Fifth Ave- 
nue, New York—sole distributors 
for Parfumerie Ed. Pinaud, Paris. 





ED. PINAUD’S Eau de Quinine 
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We Start Our Second Season 


LUNCHEON » TEA » DINNER 


Songs of the Old World 


The 
New Yorker 


TABLES FOR TWO 














At THE MONTMARTRE, ready for the winter—an enter- 

tainment made notable by one BETTY DELAUNE, a cun- 
ning little chit from the Riviera, and her partner REVEL, 
whose comedy dances are quite delightful. MILLER and 
FARRELL, singing their amusing patter songs, should win 
hosts of new devotees. A mew acrobatic dancing team from 
abroad named LY ESTRA and FRED, brought the audience 
to its feet with something like a refined cheer. 


ALL of which leads me to EMIL COLEMAN—and, say what 

you will, nobody can produce music that makes you want 
to dance more than COLEMAN. HIS reunion with 
“CHARLIE” JOURNAL has brought back the Country Club 
atmosphere of the place. 


OR there is no question about it, clubs may come and clubs 
may go, one place will have a rage and then another, but 
there are numbers and numbers of f aay who never feel com- 

letely at home anywhere as they do at the MONTMARTRE. 
lon one of them. 


CIRCLE 6673 Lipstick 


PLAZA 3461 





with a welcome to old friends and 
an invitation to new ones. 9 Here “ 


in the heart of New York--amid 
shaded lights, Oriental hangings y) 
and soft music--one may find the \ 


intimate cosmopolitan atmosphere 
and excellent continental cuisine 
of long-remembered Paris nights. 
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Evenings Between 7 and 10 
by 
KOLLA NEGIN 
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ROYAL 
PALMS 


As one jolly 
matron remarked 
7 it doer save 
ones furniture/ 


Specialists in Weddings, 
Banquets, Balls —and 
all other Gay Outings. 
M. Jesse Saltzman 
Management. ~ - ~ 


WRITE FOR BOOKLET 


BROADWAY 
AT 135TH ST, 














“How’d you get these zippy 
aisle seats, George—tell ’em you 
were lame, deaf and nearly blind?” 


“No, my dear. You get the 
best in the rack in spite of per- 
fect eyes, ears and legs, where 
I snag my theatre tickets. Bas- 
com’s, just above 44th, you 
ee ee a 


And branches at The Biltmore, 

Ambassador, Belmont, Plaza, 

Astor, Park Lane, Commodore, 
Imperial and Murray Hill 
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ning meal, hie yourself down to 313 
West Fourth Street, I pray you, and 
hand yourself a table d’héte dinner 
that really tastes home-cooked. The 
restaurant is run by Renée Prahar, a 
sculptress of great distinction, whose 
taste is evident in the restrained, un- 
tea-roomy appearance of it. The great 
thing is the informal spirit there—the 
cook dashes in and out to park at 


different tables, cats are everywhere. |, 


there is an open fire and a piano at 
the disposal of anybody, whether he 
knows how to play or not. Fortunate- 
ly, a great many musicians have been 
eating there recently. Another fea- 
ture is the fact that you can dine as 
late as you like—a rarity in this neigh- 
borhood where tea-rooms chuck you 
out at nine—for no sooner is the din- 
ner over than buffet supper begins. 
Think you'll like it. K. A. K. 


HE ROW of stars—which, due 

to the fact that they do not exist 
in this august publication, must be lef: 
to the imagination—indicates the pas- 
sage of considerable time. In fact, it 
is now three forty-five A.M. and as we 
gallop to press, it is meet that I re- 
cord for all time the gala-gala-gala 
bow of Chez Fysher. I do this be- 
cause I know you’re all agog to hear 
what it’s like. 

It is swell. The site is the old 
Plantation, but the familiar log cabin 
and watermelon moon are gone for- 
ever. You would never know the 
dear old place. The announcements 
had it that it was to be the most ele- 
gant room in New York, being deco- 
rated with six rare tapestries and red 
plush. It happens that the plush re- 
sembles velvet, and the general effect 
is comfortable and dandy. LEvery- 
body was present, from Vanderbilts 
through the Raquel Mellers and Irene 
Bordonis to S. Jay Kaufman. The 
fact that they stayed later than po- 
liteness required is, to my mind, a 
prophecy of success and another tes- 
timonial to the Goetz showmanship. 

As for Fysher—who, after all, 
was the occasion for all this gaiety— 
he was very much present as master 
of ceremonies, and introduced a 
gamine of gamines, who sang; a so- 
phisticated French girl, who sang; a 
decorative male violinist who had the 
nerve to play “The Song of India” 
and get away with it; and an adorable 
French-Canadian girl named Helene 
Chappy, with a sweet voice and a 
face reminiscent of Marilyn Miller’s. 
How long Miss Chappy will be here 
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Something Old in a 
‘New Home e 


HE gracious spirit of old Delmonico’s 
cuisine and service has been brought 
intact to The New TWIN OAKS by 
Mr. Thomas J. Furer, who for many 
years presided at Delmonico’s. Second 
only to the delights of our chef are the 
delectable tones of PAUL SPECHT and 
his DANCE ORCHESTRA. Truly, at 
the TWIN OAKS you may enjoy the twin 
peaks in the arts of Dining and Dancing. 


DINNER - - - $2 


Blue Plate Luncheons, 
in the Grill Room 85c. 


cAla Cartes All Hours 


His "3 


HiS 


Sparkling Revue at Dinner and Supper 
Couvert $1.00 after 10 P.M. — Saturday excepted 
The 


xo LWIN OAKS 


46th Street, just East of Broadway 





PAUL SPECHT 
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Phone BRYant 6510 

































































: : BAM exclusive and luxurious hotel on resi. ate 
dential Park Avenue, just north of Grand - 
Central Terminal, patronized by distin- — 
eAR guished residents and visitors in New York — 
270 Park Avenue, at aie Street 
New York Oe 
IS IT PROTECTED ? | 
= FURS insured 
CAP | i , | against loss of any kind 
| y (except Moth, Wear and Tear) 
i ii) at All Times and All Places 
5 a : . $2 for $100 insurance. Minimum $6 
- yee Telephone 
pesA Columbus 8667 
_— 
é f 4 JOHN R.ANDREW, INC. 
x, j 1819 Broadway, at sgth Street 
“AN New York 
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Nightly at eleven 
Except Sund Sunday 


JANE GRAY. 


announces 
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TOMSON TWINS | 


THE CONTINENTAL EDITION of 


CARAVAN FROLICS 


THE SUPPER. CLUB WHERE 
GREENWICH VILLAGE 
AND FARIS 
MEET 
FIFTH AVENUE: 
Sor reservations call 
2A 5560 
COUVERT CHARGE 3,00 
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ANATOLE 
FRIEDLAND 


presents 


The Most Popular 3 
SES Night Club in New York 


| CLUB ANATOLE } 


: 145 West 54th Street 
“ Brilliant Entertainment with 20 
Talented Artists 
Al Jockers and His Famous , 
Dance Orchestra 
Nightly 10:30 Except Sundays 


Every Trt pneseie’ . 


























Tea Dansant Saturday 
4-6:30 P.M. 


Phone j | 
4221-4222 Circle f: 

















| “GALA OPENING f 


Roosevelt Grill 
Monday, Nov. 8th 


BEN BERNIE 


Orchestras are available for your own 
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social functions. Write or phone I 
Circle 6299 - 6857. J 
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Herman Bernie, 745 Seventh Ave. 
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without being grasped for a Broadway 
show is uncertain. ‘The feature, of 
course, was Guili Guili (the G is 
hard as in gosh), a hokus pokus artist 
in a Turkish fez who made uncouth 
noises and did the usual sleight-of- 
hand stuff, in which corks are found 
lurking under the one of the three 
inverted jars that you didn’t suspect. 
This banal business, however, was 
done with a great flare, and continued 
at table after table long after the per- 
formance had ceased and everybody 
had started prancing merrily to Gene 
Fosdick’s music, trying out the Bertie 
lipsticks that were presented to the la- 
dies (sadly enough, on opening night 
only) and having a nice time in gen- 
eral 

All in all, very smart, and it looks 
as if it would continue so. More 
than that, it is gay. This, in view of 
the fact that a great many people were 
chiefly impressed at being there and 
would be terribly stiff if the spirit in 
general weren’t genial, is my highest 
testimonial. Get dressed up and go 
by all means. —Lipstick 


MONODIES ON MASONRY 


I. Rrrz TowEr 
It rears a slender shaft of pale ma- 
roon 
Against the fading blue of afternoon. 
The first floor offers parmesan and 
bisque, 
The last an aljibar and obelisk. 
II. AMERICAN RapDIATOR BUILDING 


On Fortieth the heads of passers tilt 

To scan a monolith of soot and gilt, 

Resembling closely, I am forced to 
say, 

An ancient, blackened tooth with gold 
inlay. 


III. THe Frencu Bur.pinc 
On flustered Fifth some rapid hench- 
Man of the fertile Fred F. French 
Pauses a month or two, and places 
A pleasant pile of packing cases. 


—A. K. L. 


MID-WESTERN CYNICISM 


Wedding Ends Romance.—Wisconsin 
paper. 


Lost—Fripay p.M.—Lingerie on Main 
St., opposite Municipal bldg., while try- 
ing to catch trolley.—Hartford paper. 

It must have been an old-fashioned 
girl. dou 
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From the Drawing by R. Moritz—Paris 














In France In America 
La Soie Soiree 
Soiree Reg. U.S. Pat. Off. 

_ Marque Déposée The The Silk Irresistible 


TO the charms of the loveliest 
women, at home and abroad, 
Soirée adds a magic splendor 
that commands the admiration 
of all. 

Everywhere fashionable so- 
ciety acclaims Soirée, the Silk 
Irresistible—so gloriously rich 
in texture, in luster, in colors 
—so perfect in draping quali- 
ties. For every occasion, from 
the most informal to the most 
elaborate, Soirée is today’s un- 
questioned choice in fine all- 
silk fabrics. 

Yet Soirée is wonder- 
fully practical, remark- 


Creators of Silks Par Excellence 


L. O. THOMPSON CO. 


FORMERLY ROGERS & THOMPSON 
244 MADISON AVE., NEW YORK 


Silk that Commands 
Admiration 
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ably serviceable. Closely, fine- 
ly, evenly woven of the choic- 
est obtainable silk, it remains 
delightfully fresh and beauti- 
ful after repeated wearing. 

Dyed in the skein (not in 
the piece), its glowing colors 
are always uniform, always 
true. 

You will find Soirée at the 
better stores. We shall gladiy 
send you the name of the 
nearest one. You can be sure of 
the genuine only when Soirée 
is stamped in the sel- 
vage or appears on the 
silk label of dresses. 

























~er 





ee Im ee i 





aa Oe 








St re reer eee! 
- : PR GLPw ne hae 


ae 





74 





—than cut-and-dried. 


Very different from cut and tried. 


Statistics are available to cover the expected 
major variations in all sizes of average men, 
but what good are the statistics on the chart in 
justifying that discrepancy of a quarter-inch 
across the shoulders, or what have you? 


Our fitters agree that you are entitled to 
your own personal inches wherever and regard 
less. Simple enough—plenty of cloth both 
sides of every seam the way we do it; just a little 
willingness plus a good bit of skill, that’s all. 





So the fit, too, is a good bit better at Best’s. 


BEST & CO.., Fifth Avenue at 35th Street 
The 35th Street Entrance Adjoins Express Elevator 























oherens in the conscious- 


ness that the material, design 
and workmanship of this 
dinner suit are equal 
to the finest custom 
tailoring - - and 
priced at only 
$85.00. 


Charles Geih 
8 East 45 
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THE SKY LINE 


Farthest North — The 
Medical Acropolis— 
Ziegfeld Glorification— 
Alterations and Adadi- 


tions 


TIMULAT- 
ED by the 
recent craze for 
Polar exploration, 
I have spent a 
number of hours 
among the high 
latitudes and altitudes of this, our 
island. ‘The voyage has been both 
profitable and pleasant. To begin 
with, I had no idea how far north 
one could go and still be in a solidly 
built-up city. It is all very well to 
say, “I am going uptown,” meaning 
possibly Seventy-second Street. It is 
quite another matter to start out for 
a Hundred and Seventy-second. That 
is a part of Uptown as is up. 

In a way, it is fantastic. If the 
hardy traveler crosses the city, as I 
did, at 125th Street, he will enjoy 
taking an escalator to the Subway, 
where it spans the valley on its high 
steel arch. “The time was morning, 
just before the opening of classes at 
New York University. The crosstown 
car was jammed with eager, young 
individuals, some of them so keen on 
education that they sprinted up the 
gliding ramp, thus making themselves 
the perfect embodiment of New 
York’s spirit of hurry. A little fur- 
ther northward we plunged again into 
the depths of the earth so deeply that 
an elevator was provided to carry pas- 
sengers to the surface. Once out on 
upper Broadway one is in a new world 
where there is a freshness and zest in 
the air noticeably lacking on the low- 
er levels. It is the high peak of the 
city, this domain known as Washing- 
ton Heights, truly a noble situation for 
the immense projects which are going 
forward. 

One of the most important of these 
is the mammoth “Broadway Tem- 
ple,” at 173rd Street. It has been 
described as a “Twentieth Century 
Cathedral,” which combines a church, 
a hotel, stores and an apartment house. 
The Methodist Church is back of this 
gigantic undertaking and back of it 
with a will. Our papers have con- 
tained much discussion of the pros and 
cons of this combination of a com- 
mercial building with a spiritual tem- 
ple. Other denominations, notably 
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the Baptists, have considered similar 
plans only to abandon them in favor 
of a more conservative type of ec- 
clesiastical architecture. But the 
Methodists have gone forward and are 
now irrevocably committed to the 
sky-scraper church. It may well be 
that they are on the right track in 
thus creating something new by solv- 
ing the problem of the house of wor- 

ship which has heretofore found itself 
] occupying land, the value of which 
has been far in excess of any possible 
revenue. 

The original architectural concep- 
tion of the Broadway Temple sprang 
from the virile mind of the late Donn 
Barber and the execution of the com- 
pleted plans is being carried out by 
his associates, McKenzie, Voorhees and 
Gmelin. It might be thought that 
the church element would be housed as 
near the sky as possible, but evident 
difficulties of transportation decree that 
it shall be on the ground floor level, 
under the central tower. Already, 
two flanking wings, containing apart- 
ments and stores, stand for all to see— 
and rent, if sufficiently tempted. The 
architecture is starkly severe, almost 
devoid of ornament, but the propor- 
tions are good and when one considers 
the thirty-story tower rising above 
these buttressed buildings it is easy to 
accept them as a mere element of the 
total design. 

This particular site is said to be 
highest point on Broadway. The tow- 
er will be topped by a cross, illuminat- 
ed by a powerful searchlight which 
will be visible, say the engineers, a : . 
hundred miles at sea. It is encourag- Exen. a be autiful girl 
ing to know that the first glimpse of 


the — of nine ge by ap- Car. be flattered by wearin 
———— Acdek-L Furs 


FEW BLOCKS further down 
Broadway stand the first of the 
buildings which will form part of 
the great Medical Center. Those 
now virtually completed as to exterior 


ob 
are the Harkness Pavilion and the St pays to buy 


units of the Presbyterian Hospital, 


the College of Physicians and Sur- where you buy in safety’ 


geons and the Vanderbilt Clinic, great 
names all, allied to a truly great work. 


| James Gamble Rogers, who has , 
done so much Harkness work at New FE L 
‘ Haven, is the architect. His work . ° 


. shows more imagination than is evi- 


. lnced in the Temple design. | Th Jurriers 6xclusively 
‘ is most cael - ocaealtar They Fifth Ave. Bet. ye) “36 Sts. New York 


tower up at various levels and there 
are ingenious set-backs and variations 
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in the brick surfaces which enliven, 
without destroying the mass. Colos- 
sal as they are, they are never dully 
ponderous. A magnificent feature is 
the great stack which rises on the west- 
erly side. 

As I looked at them on my pil- 
grimage they seemed to compete most 
adequately with the Palisades across 
the Hudson, of which they command 
so magnificent a view and with which 
they are in perfect harmony. Future 
years will add Nursing Schools, the 
Neurological Institute and other spe- 
cial hospitals to this titanic ensemble. 
Yet, as long as it may take to finish 
it, still more years will elapse before 
more than a handful of New Yorkers 
discover the existence of a group of 
buildings which the instructed few 
will travel from all parts of the world 
to see. 


ENTRAL Fifth Avenue offers 

for inspection two adjacent sam- 

ples of made-over buildings. One, 

the Harriman Bank, is decidedly im- 

proved. The other, formerly the 
Knoedler art emporium, not so. 

The Harriman was formerly a lop- 
sided affair with the entrance off axis. 
It is greatly helped by the additional 
space acquired from the Spalding es- 
tablishment. ‘The heavy Doric col- 
umns have real dignity. The main 
cornice of the building is still hope- 
lessly inadequate, but if you do not 
look up too high the effect is good. 
The building has its face washed and 
looks like a nice, clean bank. 

The Knoedler Building was one of 
the most distinguished creations ever 
turned out by the firm of Carrere and 
Hastings. That curious wormy stone 
treatment, known technically as “ver- 
micular bossage”’ used to disgust some 
laymen and delight many profession- 
als. The design had great vigor and 
coherence. It had dignity. Most of 
this has been sacrified to make way 
for larger show windows. ‘The stone 
piers have been cut away and the 
space filled with bronze work, very 
good bronze work, too, but as nothing 
compared with the integrity and suita- 
bleness of the original material. 

The building now bears the sign of 
the Shattuck Company. It is our un- 
derstanding that people will sit behind 
the large glass windows and eat. Is it 
not possible that the restaurant would 
have more distinction and appeal with- 
out quite so much publicity? It is 
certain that the revampers of the 
building have done no service to the 
architectural cause. —T-SquarE 
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THE CURRENT 
CINEMA 


“Bardelys The Magnifi- 
cent” Worthy—A New 
Movie Theatre—and a 
Few Other Things 


HE BEST of- 
fering of the 
week is to be found 
at the Capitol, 
where “Bardelys 
The Magnificent” 
is playing. It will 
very capably fill in 
an empty evening 
for you. The story is adapted from 
the novel of Rafael Sabatini, and deals 
with kings, courtiers, and _ lovely 
ladies. ‘There are all the sneers, vil- 
lainies, sword play, and high talk that 
go with tales of that kind, but it is 
well directed and well acted. 
—Bardelys is one of those eighteenth- 
century supermen of strong wrist and 
ready wit who are constantly earning 
the favor of the king—and the jeal- 
ousy of less favored courtiers. He is 
thrown into the life of a_ lady 
named Roxalanne de Levédan, and 
wins her heart. After coping with 
various gilded evils he gains her hand, 
and they live most happily ever after. 
John Gilbert is good as Bardelys, 
and Eleanor Boardman radiates 
enough beauty and virtue to make a 
successful heroine. 





HE FirtruH AvENvE PLAyHouseE, 
at 66 Fifth Avenue, has turned 
movie, and will offer various revivals 
and novelties during its career. In a 
screen foreword it is announced that 
this new cinema nook is dedicated to 
the “sophisticates and sentimentalists 
of the Village.” ‘That does not seem, 
provided a worthy picture is on view, 
good reason for your staying away. 
For the present “The Cabinet of 
Dr. Caligari” is being shown. Its 
first appearance in this country was in 
May, 1920, and caused, as you prob- 
ably remember, considerable shouting 
of praise. At this late date, I fear, 
it has lost a bit of its edge. The 
settings are effective, and the theme 
satisfactory, but the lighting is poor, 
and the acting generally inadequate. 


C. FIELDS is back again 

e in “So’s Your Old Man” at 

the Rivoli. He is not, unfortunately, 
taking his place among the first flight 
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o other Radzo has such 
Social P. restige 


$60 and up for 
table models 


$95 and up for 
console sets 


Prices slightly higher in Canada and West of the Rockies 


ON the President's yacht, the May- 
flower, you will find a rrEED- 
EISEMANN. On the Leviathan, the great 
ship on which Queen Marie of Rou- 
mania came to America, Commodore 
Hartley uses a FREED-EISEMANN. It is 
the only American radio ever awarded 
the gold medal at a European Interna- 
tional Radio World's Fair—and itis the 
choice of America’s aristocracy. 


And this year, FREED-EISEMANN in- 
cludes revolutionary radio improve- 
ments: Complete metal shielding from 
outside interference. One tuning con- 
trol instead of three. Steel chassis con- 


FREED-EISEMANN 


struction. Can be run from your light- 
ing fixture with FREED-EISEMANN 
power units. 


Now the same famous FREED-EISEMANN 
quality can be had at new low prices! 
The economies effected in the tremen- 
dous production of our new plant have 
brought the price down as low as $60! 


Illustrated above is Model 40——C-30— 
$135. Table model same set, $85. 
Licensed under Latour patents. 


You may have a free demonstration with- 
out obligation in your own home. (See 
coupon.) Convenient payments if desired. 


RADIO 


Freed-Eisemann Building, Brooklyn, New York 


Please request my local dealer to give me a home demonstration without obliga | 
tion to buy. (Print your name and fu// address in the margin below and mail to us.) 
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‘For the gourmet or glutton, 
duty and amusement go hand in 
hand.”’ 

E. R. Pennell. 


Trane. ss 


CRILLON 


et i Ai et de 


You can go around the world in 
New York restaurants. You can 
satisfy appetite in the Nordic, 
Latin, Semitic, Asiatic, or 
Ethiopian manner. Or, if you 
choose, you can dine as a thor- 
oughly civilized cosmopolite, 
enjoying such cuisine as only 
Vienna, Paris and London com- 
bined together can offer you. 


“sa ss oe 


CRILLON 
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Les animaux se repatssent; l' hom- 
me mange; l'homme d'esprit seul 
satt manger. 
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CRILLON 


8 nteotndttnth tr atm 


Le dernier CRILLON, Cafe and 
Restaurant, decorated by Win- 
old Reiss, is open Cincluding 
Sunday) for breakfast, luncheon 
and dinner. Baumgarten Man- 
agement. Entrance at 277 Park 
Avenue and 116 East 48th. Com- 
plete Restaurant Service to 277 
Park Avenue Apartments. 


ELEN 





of screen comedians, and unless some- 
thing is done about it quickly, he will 
not. His actions are slow or lack 
crispness, and too much of an effort 
is made in his pictures to squeeze the 
last laugh out of a situation. These 
faults will keep him from joining the 
more thriving of his competitors. 

There is not much sense in trying 
to tell you the plot of the picture. It 
contains Charles Rogers, as a healthy 
young American, and a young lady, 
who calls herself Kittens Reichert, as 
the object of his affections. Not that 
they or their love-story make any dif- 
ference. Alice Joyce plays the part 
of a princess doing a Queen Marie in 
a small town, and maybe it’s not so 
much burlesque as it seems. 


HE STRAND has Corinne Grif- 
fith in “Syncopating Sue,” but in 
spite of an occasional amusing mo- 
ment you had better not bother with 
it. The gentlemen of the First Na- 
tional company who have had a hand 
in this and “Subway Sadie” will some 
day turn out a very amusing and deft 
comedy—given the material. 
“Syncopating Sue” tells of a girl 
who sells music in a Broadway store, 
and who wants to goon the stage. 
She gets her heart entwined with that 
of a trap drummer, and their romance 
has enough intricacies and obstacles to 
keep the thing going. Miss Griffith is 
fetching, and Tom Moore as the 
drummer seems inclined to obesity. 


HE Acapemy oF Music _ has 

“Three Bad Men,” a story of 
frontier days, containing most of the 
elements such pieces usually are made 
of. If you like that sort of thing the 
picture will please you, and if you 
don’t like that sort of thing there is 
one bit which should overcome your 
prejudice. It is a picture of the rush 
into newly opened Government land 
by the settlers. A huge line is shown 
drawn up for the starting-signal, and 
in it is every conceivable form of ve- 
hicle from covered wagons to buggies. 
At the appointed time they dash across 
a great plain to secure the best loca- 
tions in an extremely stirring manner. 


IDNIGHT LOVERS” was 

a at the Hippodrome, and not 
much can be said for it, other than 
that it is the usual routine comedy. 
The high point of the proceedings is 
the unbelievable sight of Lewis Stone 
enacting intoxication in a ludicrous 
and adequate manner. Anna Q. Nils- 
son is handsomely present. —O. C. 
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“My manicurist says I take life 
too seriously. Must ease up on the 
old brain.” 


“Yes, dear Vincent. You're a 
nervous washout. Why, every time 
you go after theatre tickets you 
wipe a year off your life. Stop the 
worrying and _ useless legwork. 
Snatch ’em at the first stop. 
Bascom’s, just above 44th, you 
now... 
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KLAW Thea., W. 45th Street. Evenings 8:30 
Matinees Thursday and Saturday 2:30 


JOHN L. SHINE presents his ALL IRISH PLAYERS 
in T. C. Murray’s London Success 


AUTUMN 
FIRE 


A Star-Spangled Wow! 
RICHARD HERNDON’S BELMONT REVUE 


“AMERICANA” 


by J. P. McEVOY with LEW BRICE, ROY ATWELL 
Cleverest revue in town’’—Rathbun, Sun 


BELMONT 2: 48th St: E. of B'y. Eves. 8.30 


Matiness THURS & SAT. 2.30 











with Reper- 


OPENING NOV. 4—Nilre Season 


The Revival of the Hindu Classic 


The Little Clay Cart 


- pPlaying thru Nov. 10th. Mat. Sat. - 
oN" “*The Lion Tamer 


Neighborhood Playhouse 4° Gra24 St; 


Drydock 7516 
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escose Gs RAW GOGTSE’S ccce 


CHEZ, | 
FYSHER 


Jhe New Continental | 
Night Club Cabaret 


Broodway at 50%St. 
presentin 


A.NILSON FYSHER | 
and his associate artists 
1) Suc includ the Egyptian 
aL Fakir~Magician?:..... 
Pah y . Guili-Guili 

Ne ||| olirect from the famous 

| y “Chez Fysher, Paris + 
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Circle Two,Three Three,Zero 
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Direction LEO BRECHER 


Madison 
Ave nue 
59th Street 


Sat. Sun. & Mon. Nov. 6-7-8 
JOHN FORD'S EPIC PRODUCTION 


“3 BAD MEN” 


with J. i; Doel Mac Donold Front Se 
George O'Brien Borden . 
and a cast of 15000" 
Coming: **RED GRANGE" in “One Minute To Play” 











7, 8—DOUGLAS FAIR. 
BANKS in "the Black Pirate” 
Nov. 9 - 10—*“PARADISE” with 
Milton Sills. 
Nov. 11 - 12—“DESERT TOLL.” 
Nov. 13, 14, 15—“TIN GODS” 
with Thomas Meighan and Renee 
joree. 
Nov. 16-17—HARRY LANGDON 
in “The Strong Man.” 


B. S. 42ND ST. 
moss CAMEO &oway 
FILM ARTS GUILD Presents 


D. W. GRIFFITH 


3rd REPERTOIRE WEEK 
Sunday, Monday, Wednesday, Nov. 7-8-10 


“BROKEN BLOSSOMS’’ 
Tuesday and Thursday, Nov. 9 and 11 


“ISN’T LIFE WONDERFUL” 


Friday and Saturday, Nov. 12 and 13 


“INTOLERANCE” 






















WERFEL'S — DRAMA 


JUAREZ § MAXIMILIAN 


with the eo Guild Acting Co. 
W. 52 St. E 8:30 
G U I LD Mais. Thurs. Sat. —_ 


At Mrs. Beam’s 


with nn Fontanne, Jean Cadell, 
Retinaid Meson, Sees Westley, Henry 
Travers and oth 
65 Ww. 35 St. Evs. 8:30 
Mats.Thurs. Sat. 4 a 





“THEATRE GUILD PRODUCTIONS -""] 











CAPITOL 


WHERE MOTION PICTURES AND 
MUSIC ARE BLENDED IN 
A UNITY OF IDEAL 
ENTERTAINMENT. 
WHERE ART IS A DUTY. 
WHERE SERVICE IS AN ART. 
Major Edward Bowes 











PW EMPIRE Theatre, B'way, goth St. Eves. 830 


Mats. Wednesday and Sat. at 2:30 


CAPTIVE 


By Edouard Bourdet 








— MENKEN BASIL RATHBONE 4 


THEATRE, West 42nd St. Eves. 7.30 
LYRIC Matinees Wednesday & Sat. 2.30 








Absolutely the Funniest Musical Show in the His 
tory of the American Theatre. 


CLARK & McCULLOUGH 


“THE RAMBLERS” “'2¥48™™ 


“Crowd yelled, howled, screamed, rocked and dou- 
bled up.""—Graphic. 









JED HARRIS presents 


ROADWAY’ 


THE SENSATIONAL” HIT 
by Philip Dunning and George Abbott 


BROADHURST 7h W425: 


-~ 





“SURE FIRE’’—N. Y. Times. 


sets, LOWELL SHERMAN 


“THE WOMAN DISPUTED” 


with ANN HARDING 


FORREST Mau. Weds and” ee 3:30 





BROCK PEMBERTON PRESENTS 


LOOSE ANKLES 


A New Comedy by Sam Janney 
THE HOME LIFE OF THE GIGOLO 


BILTMORE rtant’Mie wel. @ a 











DION TITHERADGE’S MODERN PLAY 


**LOOSE | 
ENDS’’ 


with DION TITHERADGE, VIOLET HEMING 
and MOLLY KERR 


Ww Street 
Ritz Theatre sar ona Wed. and Sat 


SAM H. HARRIS Presents 




















PLAYHOUSE Saioe., =r $2 


Rosalie Stewart presents 


“DAISY MAYME®® costco 


8y GEORGE KELLY [*cths.f Cais’: Sit} 





Knickerbocker Rites Wed.a Set'si £30 
A. L. ERLANGER presents 
THE INDISPUTABLE SUCCESS 


EDDIE DOWLING © =a" 


HONEYMOON LANE 


EDGAR SELWYN PRESENTS 


GENTLEMEN = MES SQUARE 


Theatre, W. 42St 


PREFER BLONDES ®=. ©" “= 











‘Adolphe Menjou! 
‘His interp ‘ta } of Sa- 
lan, a suave, feulate, 


gently - goa 
sive, mocking 
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D. W. Griffith’s 


Paramount Production 


SORROWS of SATAN 


with Adoighe Menjou— Ricardo Cortez 
ol Dempster—Lya de Putti 


2:30-8:30 Twice daily All seats reserved 


Geo-COHAN THEATRE, B74 








ELECTED! 


WALLACE 


BEERY 


and RAYMOND 


HATTON 


Sweep in on a wave of 

mirth with CHESTER 

CONKLIN and TOM 
KENNEDY in 


‘WE’RE IN THE 
NAVY NOW”’ 


A Paramount Comedy 


Now at the 
House of Hits 
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CENTRAL BUILDING 


25 WEST FORTY-FIFTH STREET 


NEW YORK CITY 








OHE Central Building is a 
modern, thoroughly equipped 
and serviced office building of- 
fering floor space at the lowest 
comparative rates to be found in 
the Grand Central zone. Its 
planning was done with an in- 
telligent consideration of every 
present-day business need. 


A few of the lower floors have 
been thrown open and are par- 
ticularly adapted to showroom 
purposes. They are provided 
with specially designed illumi- 
nation. 











Occupancy may be made at once 


Agent on premises 
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THE 
Pe? ART 
GALLERIES 


Dearly Beloved, Our 
Text for Today is from 
Page 65 of the Tele- 
phone Book 


REAT was the seer or cynical the 

printer who made up the tele- 
phone book. Searching for a number 
pertinent to our trade, we came upon 
this dire heading: ART to ASHCAN. 
There seems to be no reverence for 
our calling in Sodom and Gomorrah. 
Perhaps the printer had been wander- 
ing around to some of our favorite 
galleries and merely expresses his dis- 
sent. 

There is some justice on his side. 
A shrewd cook never scrambles his 
eggs in one basket; so runs the pro- 
verb. Well, well, we must get down 
to work. There is the opening show 
of the New Gallery—Gauguin to 
Greenstein, Benton to Redon. In a city 
where modern art (that is, modern 
art that has attained the sanctity of 
high prices) is none too often shown, 
the New Gallery offers a treat to stu- 
dents. ‘True, none of the masters rep- 
resented are first water. But you can’t 
have everything. A painting attrib- 
uted to Gauguin is so out of the man- 
ner known to us that the footnote of 
the catalogue is refreshing. This can- 
vas came at a time when the artist was 
greatly interested in stained glass, It 
has none of the fire nor soft loveliness 
of the South Sea stuff. 

Then there is a portrait of Henri 
Rousseau, unlike anything we have 
ever seen from our favorite. The 
suave host of the gallery explains that 
this portrait of Rousseau as a baby was 
made from a photograph. We have 
seen little of Rousseau in original and 
are far from expert. Its value, we 
would imagine, would be in museums. 
There are several Pascins that we 
liked greatly and a slight Picasso. 
Foujita contributes several of his hard, 
varnished nudes. His Venus, the cata- 
logue hastens to explain, “‘considered 
by Foujita as one of the most beautifu! 
of his paintings and formerly in pos- 
session of his wife, and so inscribed on 
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the back of the canvas.” And that’s 
that. 

The foreign wing contains a Re- 
don, several Modigliani, and a Kisling 
that we did not care so much for. 

The American, or home team, oc- 
cupy the back room. Sentimental 
lowbrow that we are, we liked best 
a snow scene of Friedman, the Third 
Avenue poet. We can find plenty to 
tell us we are crazy, but that, alas, is 
our privilege. And, certainly, such 
madness is not out of place in this 
room where the catalogue lists No. 
5 as “Chapin: Emmett Marvin, Farm- 
er. This painting is considered by 
various critics as one of the great mas- 
terpieces of American art.” Do tell, 
is our answer. Demuth’s brilliant cy- 
clamen is a heritage, also on view. 
Those of you who are interested in 
Benton will like his two canvases, 
hung side by side. The second treat- 
ment of the same landscape shows a 
more sophisticated technique. It was 
interesting to see how this painter has 
changed, going in, a little more for 
beauty and a little less for ruggedness. 
Then there are some Biddles, Higgins 
and a Fiene. A show to see, and 
something for almost all of us. 


TS Artists’ GaLLery, the 
owner of which somehow objects 
to our little trick of calling it the 
Little Gallery, will be in the midst of 
the second show when you read this. 
Or it will if it feels like it. The sec- 
ond show is to contain water colors 
and drawings of contemporary mod- 
erns. In case you beat the gun and 
arrive before the second show, let us 
tell you about the first. It is Wood- 
stock of the younger set. We like 
the Artists’ Gallery. It seems so ap- 
proachable amd so tied up with life. 
The urbane host thinks that art should 
be in every home and when last seen 
was looking for a pack mule or push- 
cart. He hopes to sell art from under 
his arm, if necessary. A la bond sales- 
man. 


NOEDLER’S we found steeped 


in the etchings of Zorn. He was 
the full-lived gentleman who first 
glorified Swedish punch for this coun- 
try, putting the nude in its proper 
place among Puritans. We have no 
idea what people thought about an- 
atomy before the advent of Zorn. A 
trifle plump for modern styles, we im- 
agine there is still a market for the 
smiling models of Anders Zorn’s great 
swimming-class. As for us, we fear 
we like them better than the kind 






































































































































A special rod 
for door curtains 


_— door drapes shown above were designed 
by Ethel Davis Seal, widely known interior 
decoration authority. The rods used are Keneco 
flat adjustable curtain rods. They have these im- 
portant advantages. 


Being flat, they make it easy to drape the 
headings neatly. The simple method of attach- 
ing the rod to the door also keeps the rod in 
place no matter how much or how hard the door 
may be opened and closed. Yet it is easy to slip 
the rod off whenever you want to remove the 
curtains. 


You can curtain every window with Keneco 
Rods. Sturdy brackets and permanent finishes 
on all. You'll find them at most stores that 
sell draperies. 


KENECO 
CURTAIN Rops 


Send for “WINDOW MAGIC” 
‘By Etuet Davis SEAL 
10c will bring you a copy of this helpful 
book on color harmony, good tastc in fab- 
ric and how to make draperies at home. 
«Address KENNEY MFG. CO. 
644 Wellington Ave., Auburn, R. I. 














KENECO RODS FOR EVERY WINDOW 
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: HE prestige of Stetson is ac- 
‘ knowledged equally on Fifth 
: Avenue, Bond Street and the Rue 
: de la Paix. Eight to Forty Dollars. 
‘ Styled for Young Men 
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# HANAN & SON 
Fo ANew Line 
Of Women’s Shoes 


SPECIALLY designed for the woman who 
must have ultra-modish and charmingly 
individual shoes at any cost, but does not object 
to moderate cost. 
@ These shoes are stamped “Made For Hanan i 


€? Son” and we accept equal responsibility just 
as though we made them ourselves. 









All Fashionable Models And Leathers 
cAll At One Price— 


> 
8.50 
CHARM 


- Patent Leather 
With Lizard Calf 


%’ HANAN & SON a 


£16 FirtTH AVENUE 634 FirTH AVENUE 
And Six Other New York Shops 


My... Vi 








411 FirtTH AVENUE 718 FIFTH AVENUE 
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of architecture the contemporary etch- 
er goes in for. 

René Menard, in the front room, 
is a pretty painter of the Adam et 
Eve and Le Bain School. Some twen- 
ty-two variations of soft trees at the 
side, lake in the middle and nudes in 
the lake. They are not fleshy nudes, 
such as Zorn loved to touch, but more 
in the manner of the denatured girls 
that adorn advertisements in our fami- 
ly journals. Now and then a canvas 
approaches that meticulous semblance 
of reality made popular by Maxfield 
Parrish. 


UR GREAT and glorious Amer- 

ican institution, the Metropoli- 
tan Museum of Art, intent upon Per- 
sian rugs, Chinese vases and buckeye 
mantel-pieces from razed homes of 
the rich, has seen fit to ignore the one 
woman who put some zest into Ameri- 
can women painters. So Durand- 
Ruel came forward with the first 
memorial exhibit of the works of 
Mary Cassatt. 

We hear that there is a fine 
show now traveling around the Mid- 
dle West. It may reach here. We 
know of no place shrewd enough to 
house it, except the Brooklyn Museum. 
Radicals frown upon us for liking 
Mary Cassatt. We think her quite a 
giant. 

Certainly, she was a_ serious 
figure in painting and brought an 
earnestness to what was a dilettante 
pose in a superficial age. The nine- 
teen pastels and oils in the exhibit 
give a good range of the artist’s later 
work. 

There are one or two of the eighties, 
when she was still under the thrall 
of her impressionist friends, but the 
pictures, for the most part, are the 
well-considered portraits. If you like 
Cassatt this may be your only chance. 


—M. P. 


Analysis of alcohol seized here 
showed perceptible quantities of nitro- 
toluol. The doctors say, however, 
that it is not so harmful when used as 
a beverage as when taken in torpedo 
form. 


ONE WAY OF PUTTING IT 





“Sammie” C , clerk of the Rappe 


hotel, entertained last evening at a well 
appointed chicken and waffle suffer at the 
Rappe hotel.—Greensburg paper. 
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WHY | AM MOVING TO 
204TH STREET 


BY MARIE 


QUEEN OF THAT-DEAR-QUAINT- 
GREENWICH-VILLAGEMANIA, 


[The following is the first of imnu- 
merable articles to be written on the 
subject of moving from Greenwich 
Village to 204th Street, published ex- 
clusively by THE NEW YORKER and 
by other magazines whose addresses I 
have forgotten. ] 


HY DO I come to 204th 
Street? 
Will I ever be able to 


enumerate all my reasons, or all that 
I want to see, to hear, to learn, to 
discover on 204th Street? 

For ten years this desire has been 
growing and growing; a strong urge 
from my heart to 204th Street, from 
204th Street to my heart. At last, I 
felt I could put it off no longer. I 
just had to come. 

It is so difficult for me to get away 
from the Village. A thousand ties, a 
thousand cunning antique shops, a 
thousand informal poetry readings 
kept me chained to my own Minetta 
Street basement. My own people, my 
real estate people, let me go so grudg- 
ingly, although they know that the 
heart of 204th Street is open to wel- 
come me. Nevertheless, they consider 
me their possession. ‘They know that 
I am timid, that when there is no 
heat in the radiator I will say nothing, 
but will stay with friends until the 
cold snap is over. They have grown 
to love me. When I was poor, oh, 
so very poor, when the tea shoppe 
failed and the pink sealing-wax but- 
ter-spreaders were not selling well, 
and only poets came to Ye Poet’s Cor- 
ner, they never forgot me. They 
miss me when I am gone. They say 
that everything seems less alive, less 
worth while when I am away. And, 
as I love them, it is nice to hear them 
speak so—Dunlap and Lloyd, Frances 
Spencer, Adele Kennedy, Peppe & 
Bro. . . . do I spell the names cor- 
rectly? 

I want to see . . . to see... to 
see... . Ah, I want to see all that I 
can of this new world and its people. 
I get quite dizzy when I begin enu- 
merating all the wonders which I hope 
at least to see in passing. Lover as I 
‘m of nature and of all things grand. 
strong and solitary, I want to see your 
wilds, the highways and byways— 








Don’t you think? 


It is by no means strange that men who want 
“something better” in cigarettes turn to Fatima. 
All things considered: tobaccos, aroma, subtle 


delicacy, it would be extraordinary if they didn’t 
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What a whale of a difference just a few cents make 


LiGGett & MYERS TOBACCO Co. 











Union Square, the new Garment Cen- 
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FOR YOUR CONVENIENCE 


Tue New Yorker, 
25 West 45th Street, New York. 


Please enter my subscription to THz New Yorker for— 
O 1 Year—$5.00 0 2 Years—$7.00 
(Canada, $5.50; Foreign, $6.00) 


Subscribers ordering a change of address are requested to notify us at least three 
weeks prior to the date of the issue with which it is to take effect. 
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As preferred stock differs from 
common, so is Hall bedding supe- 
rior to ordinary bedding. 

Hall beds, mattresses and box 
sptings, pay yearly dividends in 
good health, rest and comfort. 
Invest now.—Send for our illus- 
trated brochure ‘‘Hidden Sources 
of Refreshing Sleep,” an aid to 
proper bedding selection. 


25 W.45#St. 
New York 














how high ; 
your Fores 


Sounds a lot better that way than 
to talk of getting bald. But don’t 
expect ’em not to smile when you 
say it. 


“ “ — 


Let Saburo Institute diagnose your case and 
tell you the truth about your hair. It costs 
nothing and imposes no obligation. 

If treatments are prescribed you have our 
absolute guarantee that these trearments 
will enable you to keep your present hair, 
or eliminate baldness in a reasonable time. 
You are the judge of results. 

Our methods are strictly scientific. Di- 
agnoses are made in consultation with a 
physician. 


Come in today for Diagnosis 


HOURS: 10 A. M. to 8 P. M. Weekdays 
10 A. M. to 6 P. M. Saturdays 


SABURO INSTITUTE 


Incorporated 
“FOR HAIR GROWTH” 
25 West 43rd St. New York City 
Suite 603 Vanderbilt 5933 








ter, Schrafft’s, and the great Public 
Library, Betty Wales’ Shop, Alfred 
Dunhill, Columbia University, New 
Lots Avenue and Van Cortlandt Park, 
the Ritz Tower, Macy’s-By-The-Sea. 
I hope I am not jumbling up all the 
things that I know about wonderful 
uptown New York, that I am not 
making you smile? ‘There is so much, 
so much, that I must really be for- 
given if sometimes I have got it a 
little bit wrong. 

And may I say to all uptown New 
Yorkers that I come with a great love, 
because I can get four sunlit rooms 
and plumbing that works for the same 
rent that I paid for a flea-bitten base- 
ment in the Village, with the walls 
painted orange and a night club next 
door? 

May I say that I come with a 
great hope in my heart that a pound 
of butter will weigh sixteen ounces 
and that there will not be, at least, 
one spoiled tomato in every six? May 
I say that my soul swells with desire 
never again to see a guttering candle, 
a $2.47 bridge lamp, an electric grill, 
an Italian urchin, a copy of New 
Masses, an aescetic face, a one dollar 
table d’héte dinner, a bed covered with 
velour and cushions and referred to as 
a couch? 

Dream, illusion? Perhaps. But 
shall I not try to make it last, at least, 
a month before I break the lease and 
move downtown again? 


—FRANCEs WARFIELD 
e 


PROMENADE 
How dignified are babies when they 


promenade in state 
With most exacting governess, so gay 
yet so sedate! 
fall the Misses hyphenated 
Smith are wearing green, 
The Chestertons not pink or brown 
but something in between. 

And charming ' Baby Wallingford 
from French perambulator 
Extends her hand to Master Roger 

Wellington Decatur. 
The Grosvenor twins in vain implore 
their smart Parisian “bonne” 
To let them take off spotless gloves so 
they may have some fun. 


This 


FARM NEWS 


Mr. S , who returned from New 
York last week, said that in his opinion 
the Broadway leg shows were more 
harmless than usual.—/daho paper. 











THE NEW YORKER 





A Poorly 
Coated Man 
Dreads Winter ! 





AARMTTH of an overcoat 

depends on the cloth 
and not on the weight. 
For real Winter comfort 
and for true, conserva- 
tive style, see our over- 
coats at $40. 


They won’t drag you 
down like horse blankets, 
for they retain the free 
easiness of a top-coat 
and keep out cold. These 
excellent materials are 
so closely woven that 
cold can’t come in. 


HOLIN'S 


15 West 45th St. New York 














— THE LUXURY CRUISES — 


Panama Canal 
Sail to the tropics this winter where seas are warm 
and delightful—on a ship of luxurious comforts— 
for two weeks or four—each day brimful of new 
pleasures. 
Three Cruis2s, each offering an ideal oppor- 
tunity to visit the beautiful West Indies. 


Leaving New York 
JAN. 19— FEB. 17— MAR. 19 
(15 Days) (27 Days) (15 Days) 
15 DAY CRUISES Visiting Bermupa, Jamaica, 
Havana, Nassau. 

Rates $230 up including all shore excursions. 
27 DAY CRUISE Visiting Havana, 
Jamaica, Panama, Curacao, La Guayra, 
Trinidad, Barbados, Martinique, St. § 
Thomas, San Juan, Bermuda. < 
Rates $385 up including all shore 


excursions 















S. S. Veendam 337,50 


Enjoys universal prestige for the unexcellec 
luxury and comforts of her appointments, for 
her superlative cuisine, and for the exceptional 
character of service and management on boarc 
(strictly 1st class). Under the management of 
the Holland-America Line in cooperation with 
the Frank Tourist Company. 
For choice selection of accommodations 
make reservations now. 


HOLLAND - AMERICA LINE 
21-24 State Street, New York 


FRANK TOURIST CO. 
542 Fifth Avenue, New York 


or any authorized Steamship Agent 
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DOWN TOWN LYRICS 


SONG OF THE PUSHCART 


Pick a perky pushcart 
Neatly piled with pears, 

Pushing into Pearl Street, 
Peddling out its wares, 


Topaz in the sunlight, 
Tawny in the shade; 

Tissue-paper pedestal 
Tidily displayed. 


Camping by the curbstone, 
Cozy in the sun, 

Counting out the quarters 
Coming one by one. 


Mesmerizing multitudes, 
Mulcting them with ease— 

Meanwhile the proprietor 
Munches bread and cheese. 


Pick a perky pushcart, 
Profits for its wares, 
Prancing out of Pearl Street, 
Innocent of pears. 
—BurkeE Boyce 


CHESTNUT MARKET 
A GAMBLE AS USUAL 


A toasted chestnut can’t be trusted, 
For though the first be sweet and firm, 
The next one, when it’s been decrusted, 
Will hold a snug, contented worm. 


ARE YOU ANEW YORKER? 


THE ANSWERS TO THE QUESTIONS 
PRINTED ON PAGE 65. 

1—Captain James Lawrence, who 
said “Don’t Give Up the Ship.” 

2—Dr. Marion Sims in Bryant 
Park. 

3—At 119-121 Pearl Street. 

4—Gay Street, which runs with 
an elbow-like turn from Christopher 
Street to Waverly Place. 

5—Either the Second or Third 
Avenue Elevated to Chatham Square. 

6—Oyster Island, because the 
Dutch settlers used to go there for 
oyster frys. 

7—To 106th Street. 

8—It was the original fur district 
of town. 

9—Schiff Parkway in the middle, 
Delancey Street at the sides. 

10—The Broadway Central Hotel, 
scene of the shooting of Jim Fisk by 
Ned Stokes. 











Frank Crowninshield, in his brilliant fore- 
word to one of the latest editions of the 
“Physiology of Taste,” has this to say 
about the depreciated standard of taste in 
America: “there are no standards here in 
cooking ...no willingness to think of it 
as an art.” We hasten to inform Mr. 
Crowninshield, and other gourmets, that 
at The Sulgrave, at least, the standard is 
the highest and Gastronomy is both con- 
sidered and practiced as a true art. 


BRILLATSAVARIN WOULD 
AGREE— 

















Che 
Sulgraui 


PARK AVENUE a¥d 67° STREET k 
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= We’re Not Modest 
S about our Modest Fee 
= of Only Fifty Cents 


we been shouting from the 
housetops for years and years that 
our theatre ticket service is only fifty 
cents, and never a penny more. And 
whenever you want good seats for any 
lay in town, we have fifteen conven- 
1ent branches all over town, and a tele- 
pe number you should not forget— 
ckawanna 3900. 


McBRIDE’S 


THEATRE TICKETS 


208 W. 42nd ST. 


Just a few steps from Broadway 
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¥ JHITEHALL, 
the premier 
. European Plan 
je Calac mre) mantomeleltiaet 
Opening January 
First, offers 
surpassed 
and Cuisine. 
ments 
rooms. 


now 


THE BERKSHIRE 
EF. 52nd St, N.Y 


Martin Sweeny 






































co” 
Westbury 


One of mademoiselle’s favorite 
walking shoes— a fascinating 
combination of suede and 
calf, its one strap fastened 
with a most unusual buckle. 
In black and brown. $18.50 





HENRI 


34WEST5ORST. 
NEW YORK eres 























PARIS 
LETTER 


Paris, Oct. 23, 1926 


T THE Théa- 

tre des Arts 
M. Pitéeff’s open- 
ing vehicle—a du- 
bious chariot called 
“Sardanapale”—has 
given the theatrical 
season its first shock. ‘The author, 
Boussac de Saint-Marc, previously 
known for having written the credita- 
ble “Loup de Gubbio” and for never 
appearing in public without his mother, 
has in his new piece chosen a Wilde 
theme that is both tame and tawdry. 
After the serious drama of “La Pri- 
sonniére,” his is but a cheap purple 
patch on the present-day stage. His 
protagonist is one, Samuel-Samad, sup- 
posedly a great Jewish actor and, in 
this instance, played by M. Pitéeff, 
also supposedly a great Jewish actor. 
Briefly (though not briefly enough) 
the plot deals with the egotistical Sam- 
uel who, not given to marriage and 
fearful, as he ages, lest all dramatic 
art and virile beauty die with him, 
seeks to find a soul-son, a disciple (or 
something) whom he can mold, wrap 
in his mantle and leave in his place. 
It is a pleasure to record that the 
ridiculous Samuel fails. His desertion 
by a series of handsome young men, 
led by Marcel Herrand, who plays the 
role of a plumber as if he had never 
seen one before, completes the plot. 
In sum, the premiére of “Sardana- 
pale,” fashionably and scoffingly at- 
tended, was an evening of amateurs 
—M. Herrand, amateur of innocence 
and M. Pitéeff, amateur of vice. To 
her credit, Madame Pitéeff, who pos- 
sesses the talent of the family, did not 
appear in this play. Mother of five, 
she has just had her sixth beautiful 
child. Better a seventh than take part 
in “Sardanapale”’! 

Ida Rubenstein, the other famous 
Russian of Paris, will soon make a 
premiére of d’Annunzio’s “L’Imper- 
atrice,” with music by Honneger, one 
of the Parisian Six. Your correspon- 
dent wishes to make acknowledgment 
of an error. Italy’s Emma Gramati- 
ca played “Barrie,” not in Italian, as 
we prognosticated, but in French, and 
very well, indeed. 





, pw TWENTIETH Automobile 
Show is being held at the Grand 
Palais and is making socialists by the 
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Madison Ave. anv 51st Street 


Connoisseurs in lingerie and Tudor 
furniture, Spanish pottery and French 
millinery—their connoisseurship being 
again revealed in their footwear. Which 
explains why Penn-Delphias are here 
sO conspicuous. 


STYLE NOTE 


UEDES are finding exceptional 
kas this year among the elite. 
The Airia Oxford comes in a soft 

Brown or Black Suede. 


Featuring the narrow heel 
and high arch. 








BOOT SHOPS 
Two New York Stores 


515 Madison Ave. 31 West 50th St. 
at 53rd St. bet. 5th and 6th 











T= Kine: “Fairest of subjects, wouldst be 
a queen?” 

The Fair Subject: ‘Nomination accepted! 
— (Aside, Cleansing ob de complexion am sure 
a powerful attracter!"") 

(Secrets of Natural Loveliness penetrates 
the jungle.) 
The little booklet served without 
charge to perfect ladies—at Lord 
& Taylor's, Franklin Simon's, 
James McCreery’s, Stern Bros.", 
and elsewhere, or by writing 


Corinna, 


505 FIFTH AVENUE 
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thousand. Coincident with it is a 
Nautical Show at the Place Albert 
Premier. Sabbatical regattas are being 
held on the River Seine. Between the 
bridges of the Place d’Alma and the 
Invalides and in the pouring rain, 
there has been aqua and hydro-planing, 
speed competitions between flotillas of 
sail-boats and, at dusk, a defile of 
damp, illuminated craft. The quais on 
either side were lined with the um- 
brellas of enthusiastic land-lovers. 
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THIS IS A BING AND BING BUILDING 
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“ A LrEcon DE Musique” and ny gh 
f L “Les Demoiselles de la Riviera,” cad 90S case nese 
two important, large and early can- and save yourself a lot of 
vases of Henri Matisse, are exposed needless looking around 
at Guillaume’s in the Rue de la —that is, if you want the 
Boetie. They were painted ten years ] kind of apartment hotel 
ago and are now shown for the first the Drake’s location } 
time. suggests ! 
Thus, they make a nobler ef- 
fect, the passage of those ten years 
having taught the public, at least, what o RAKE 
the Twentieth Century masters’ were | ¢& AMO PARK. AVE. 
' themselves only then surmising. Of AT 56th ST. 
the two, “Les Demoiselles”—during 
all those years constantly re-worked Se ee. 
'S and hidden by Henri Matisse—is the 
res more mortal cal moving, bluish ~a es See 
7 Sh gpipiagy JSrom $2500 up 
St. and green pines assembling in new 


relations of form and color that mark ALFRED C. Ray, Manager 


this canvas as one of the turning points | , 

of early iconoclastic modern art. It 

should be a state museum piece, as Qe ee eee eee eee eee ere ere ees 
should the Quinn collection, the last 
fragments of which are now up for 
re-sale, its magnificent unity destroyed 
in the Parisian auction-rooms of the 
Hotel Drouot. These canvases were 
collected here for Mr. Quinn, of New 
York, by M. Pierre Roché, of Paris. 
Sent to Manhattan, the pictures were 
sold and returned to France. Now 
they will be re-sold and returned to 
New York. These voyages, doubtless. 
make up what is called the history of 
art. 





Of International “Renown 


For the haut monde of every 
metropolis will be found one 
hostelry rated above all others 
by the cosmopolite and epicu- 
rean. In Manhattan this distinc- 
tionis conceded to The Madison, 
whose size is not so great as 
to preclude punctilious attention 
toward the comfort of each 
individual guest. 
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SIDE FROM Matisse, the sec- 

ond remarkable show of hitherto 
unseen works by great and established 
moderns is the Gauguin exhibition at 
La Grande Maison de Blanc—an as- 
semblage drawn from the private pos- 
sessions of the sculptor, P. Durrio, 
who was Gauguin’s friend. 

The conventional Gauguin of big, 
brown Tahitian females is here pleas- 
antly lacking, replaced by a choice col- 
lection of earlier Brittany oils (the 
Pissarro period), by his most beautiful 
portrait—that of his Peruvian mother, 
by his moving Martinique lithographs 
and, above all, by his tropical woodcuts 
carved for his book, ‘‘Noa-noa” (ab- 






Furnished or unfurnished suites 


QP Ot Or eee ne: 


Transiently or on term leases 


THE MADISON 


15 East 58th Street 


Telephone Regent 4000 
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“For Gifts That Last 
wages: 
Consult Your Jeweier™ 





** Tapestry’’ 
enameled in 
beautiful de- 
signs of — 
ing colors. 24 
| karat gold 
| finish. Bag is 
| silk-lined 
with mirror. 


| 5261 ATB 

















FASHION’'S EDICT 


Fashion's edict for Fall—intimate blending of 
color ip hat, gown, hose, shoes and accessories. 
To be absolutely correct, Milady should choose 
her color design from the authentic new Fall 
shades—Gy psy, Romance, Autumn or Neptune. 
The new Whiting Costume Bags. always correct, 
blend exquisitely with these new colors. Whiting 
Costume Bags have become a necessity for every 
costume—and their reasonable cost enables 
Milady to purchase one for every ensemble. 
the new designs now 

Al leading jewelers and jewelry departments 


WHITING & DAVIS CO. 
Plainville (Norfolk Co.), Mass. 
In Canada, Sherbrooke, Que. 


Whiting Davis 
Costume Bags 


Hand in Hand with Fashion 





























Secure 


EXCLUSIVENESS 


ON THE 


OURTH FLOOR 





THE ideal difference between Paris 
styles sold by the street store 
and Paris styles sold by us, 


is comfort. The prices xy 
tijd 









are the same. The ser- 


vice much more 
Zig 


J Van Buren Brown 
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ARCH PRESERVER SHOES EXCLUSIVELY 


JAEGBR BLDG. at 48th St. 
S9OFIFTH AVE, N.Y.C. 





sent in the second edition). Two of 
these last, “Navenave” and “Te Fe- 
rul,” arrive at dimensional somberness, 
heaviness and beauty more profound 
than paper has hitherto born. The 
accompanying sketches, portraits and 
water-colors are profuse and of a 
touching intimacy that approaches the 
literary. 


5 dex MAnrTeELET GALLERY has re- 
opened with a Retour de Vacance 
show. ‘The past summer was sunny 
and fine and unusually favorable for 
painting in France. This collection 
shows what was accomplished during 
country holidays by Dufy, Hermine 
David (one of the best women paint- 
ers alive), Lhote, Foujita, Kvapil, etc. 
The result is good, if too even. The 
American painter, William Slocum 
Davenport, who also toured, exposes 
at Durand-Ruel eighty-two excursions 
into geography and temperament that 
express the dignity of talent, maturity 
and ripened senses focused on the 
chrome architecture of upper Italy and 
lower France. Note should be made 
of his catalogue, a typographical chef 
d@ oeuvre by the printer, Kadar, with 
a brilliant foreword by Louise Geb- 
hard Cann, who inserts into her prose 
on painting what few painters have 
put into their art. 


g ite NEW English-printing pub- 
lishers have appeared in Paris, 
both rather given to poetry. On the 
heels of the Green Lane Press arrives 
Edward Titus’ Manikin Press. Out 
of Manikin we get Ralph Cheever 
Dunning’s terza rima, “Rococo.” It 
will be recalled that the first of Ezra 
Pound’s recent Cantos also dealt with 
cinquecento love. It still takes sixteen 
Dunnings to make a Pound. How- 
ever, that is the Dial’s problem. They 
announce Mr. Dunning’s works on 
their autumn list. 


Crone THE expiration of Ford 
Madox Ford’s Transatlantic Re- 
view and Ernest Walsh’s This Quar- 
ter, the best literary magazine of the 
quarter is the Bulletin of the Ameri- 
can Woman’s Club, under the editor- 
ship of Eugene Frederickson. It is to 
be hoped that the clubwomen appre- 
ciated William Smyser’s excellent ar- 
ticle on the lawless George Sand and 
read every French novel catalogued in 
Firmin Roz’ thorough compendium on 
that subject. Mr. Frederickson’s re- 
productions of old prints and pictures 
—viz., "Toulouse-Lautrec’s “Yvette 
Guilbert”—are a pleasure. —GENET 














“Your Secretary” 


IMPORTANCE lurks in 
the very words, especially if style and 
beauty meet the discerning glance. 
For it is that kind of a desk: a faithful 
copy of an Early American model. 
Maple, ample and simple. And in 
friendly company with it are a hang- 
ing Pookshelf and a fiddleback maple 
Chair. A group of unfinished furniture 
which maybe decorated to the Queen’s 
Taste—or (more interesting still) to 
your own. You will like HearthSone’s 

amber mapie finish, done, 
as it is, so well. 


HEARTHSTONE 


FURNITURE COMPANY. ic 
224 East 57th Street Jeu 















Announcing 


the removal, on October Ist, to greatly 
enlarged quarters at 


595 Fifth Avenue 
(Corner 48th Street) 

the same superior touch of individu- 

ality and artistry which we bestow 

upon the 

‘PERMANENT WAVE AND 

THE ‘BOB 

will be faithfully observed with the 

greater exactitude made possible by 

our new salons. 


Until Oct. Ist. 


586 Fifth Avenue, New York 
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Walks 


There is health in 

hikes, and living op- 

posite Central Park 

whets one’s appetite 
for walking. 


ing Novels by Two of 


SSS SS 


Indebtedness — Interest- 
Maxim Gorky’s “Great- with leases 


SSS SS SSS 


est” Countrymen — The 


Author of “The Plastic When the end of 


the first year at The 
White found every 
promise fulfilled and 
its carefree life a 


: 
ractical luxury, the : 
p Y; 5 
: 
j 
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Age” Talks Colleges— 


“Searchlight” in a Book 


> 
Unfurnished or furnished. 1, 2, HAW . aore 
3 or more rooms with serving 
pantries, at reasonable rentals, 
A few suites are available for 


tical expres- 


SSS 


sion of his grati- 


short term leases and transient 
occupancy. tude to the 


Austrian writer, residents expressed 


Telephone Trafalgar 4100 





| b Siegfried Tre- their approval in the 
CARL LETSCH | bitsch, is the most 


Manager ; most eloquent way. 
interesting feature 


98 per cent of their 


225 CENTRAL PARK WeST [fill translation of Trebitsch’s play, “Frau 


North Gorner 82nd Street i| Gitta’s Siihne,” and six odds and ends 
Wi} of his own. It was Trebitsch to 


whom he was indebted for a German- 
speaking public, and its contribution 
to an income from his plays, when 
most of his English-speaking public 


. 


Suites of 1, 2, 3 
and 4rooms, with 
serving pantries. 


~~ - 
7) p 
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Managing Director 


(SS>> 


\ , \“fa| was American and belonged to Rich- 
Dre OAM | ard Mansfield. 
=S== ——_ In those days of the late nine- 
ties, a young man from Vienna called 
at his home in London and proposed 
to become his translator, “interpreter 
and apostle in Central Europe.’ 
Everyone knows how successful was 
that apostolic labor—and no one 
P ¥ | knows better than Shaw that “Jitta’s 
“The First Year” @ | Atonement” (as he calls it, nisin: 
HE BUCKINGHAM ing the lady, lest she be mispro- 
completes its first nounced), is a tolerably clever and 
year with the enviable original play, but in no sense first- 
reputation of having class. Nevertheless, he would sponsor 
exceeded its promises. it, personally translating it, and even 


Its residents are now adapting the last act a little, as Belas- 


enjoying the comfort . 
pe sce Mine Soren co did that of Bahr’s “Concert,” to 


running and well-or- improve its chances with playgoers ac- 
dered menage with none customed to happy endings. It has 
of the vexations usual been performed in both New York Advertising Agency Man 
to the First Year. and London, and now it is handed Wants New Connection 
BS. Gregory Taylor to all of us who buy Shaw’s works in 
The head of the New York office of an out- 


cAvailable for immediate pri nt. of-town agency wishes to join a company 


occupancy oe oan 0D with headquarters in New York. Is now 
a limited number of highly To be sure, his Tom fooleries handling several important accounts. 
desirable suites that fill out the book are sweepings. ao oe 
The New Yorker 
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Lexington Avenue 
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TH E A L D E N I| of his new book of “Translations and : 
x Tomfooleries,” which consists of his : leases were renewed! 
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BUCKINGHAM GRILL Best worth having are, “The Admir- 
<A smart rendezvous, suitable able Bashville,” and “The Glimps: 
for private use of Reality.” The former you may 
Che have already, with its richly amusin: SPECIAL EXHIBITION 
, original preface; it is the Elizabethar PICTURES BY 
Buckin gham drama that he made in a week of his|} AMBROSE PATTERSON 


The Outstanding Apartment Hotel novel, “Cashel Byron’s Profession,” November Ist to 17th 
101 West 57th St. in order to protect his rights, when MONTROSS GALLERY 


p= . , aon 
the eminent American pugilist, Mr. 26 East 56th St. (Just off Madison Ave.) 
James Corbett,” among others, had 


















































VERCOATS, in the styles 
wanted by New Yorkers and 
the weaves wanted for this season, 


$34.50 to $49.50 


ix Ewa } 

CLOTHES 

37 Union Square, New York 
Between 16th and 17th Streets 


























Comparative 


Among all the fine 

new apartment hotels, 

some are better than 

others. If you seek 

the superlative, see 
The Dorset. 


Hotel apartments 
unfurnished or furnished 
at reasonable rentals 


[PAUL LENNON, Manager 


THE DORSET 


30. WEST 54th STREET 
Adjoining Fifth Avenue 


THIS IS A BING.& BING 
BUILDING 

















“seen himself” on the boards in 
Cashel’s part. The topical “Press 
Cuttings” has become a very dusty 
relic, and Shaw cheerfully admits in 
substance that he hadn’t much excuse 
for publishing the three brief knocka- 


bouts we do not name. 


But think of the dramatists who 
would have given an arm to have lec 
off the book containing them! It is 
an engaging act, the publication of 
this volume; it is the handsome thing 
done well, unostentatiously and ef. 
fectively, and is one more joke on 
those who, not really knowing Shaw 
the writer, know all about Shaw the 
man, at second hand, and have n¢ 
use for him. It would have been just 
like the Shaw of their misconception 
to feel, and say, that as Trebitsch had 
(presumably) made good money out 
of his apostleship, and had enjoyed 
a good deal of reflected glory, he was 
paid in full. 


OW SERIOUSLY is Maxim 

Gorky, as a sponsor, to be taken? 
Here are two novels from the Rus- 
sian, “Mitya’s Love,” by Ivan Bunin, 
and “Transfiguration,” a late flower- 
ing of an old stager, Sergeev Tzensky. 
Introducing the former, Ernest Boyd 
quotes Gorky’s opinion that Bunin is 
the greatest living Russian writer. 
Himself introducing the latter, Gorky 
says that, to his mind, it is the greatest 
book written in Russia in twenty-four 
years. They are not incompatible 
opinions, but “greatest” is flying rather 
low, and there have been other indi- 
cations that Gorky leans to generosity 
when recommending his countrymen 
to the world. 


Bunin’s novel is a strong and poetic 
little study of a boy’s first love, the 
love that in an Ickle Boy Baxter of 
Indianapolis, Ind., can be a more seri- 
ous matter than his chortling elders 
take it for, and in a seventeen-year-old 
as intense and as starved for love as 
Bunin’s Mitya, can amount to a com- 
plete possession, and a tragic one. 
Bunin knows all about it. He is as 
modern in his insight as Schnitzler, 
with the difference that his insight is, 
from appearances, his own, and is 
rather at the service of sincerity than 
of brilliancy. 

No one could go straighter to essen- 
tials. Mitya’s “story” is of the sim- 
plest. He has come across Katya, the 
girl, in his first year in Moscow. He 
has idealized her tremendously, and 
she has returned his love, but now the 
initial, cloudland stage is over; he is 
beginning to see her as the vain little 
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Delicacy decrees 


this fragrant aid to beauty 





No. 4711 Eau de Cologne; exquisite in 
or, with an exotic charm that adds unmis- 
takably to woman’s powers of enchantment. 


No. 4711 Eau de Cologne: highly bene- 
ficial in its astringent qualities; and essen- 
tial as a protective base for cosmetics. 










No. 4711 Bath Salts: 
Nine delightful per- 
fumes. 

No. 4711 White Rose 
Glycerine Soap: Pure, 
mild and soothing. 
Made in U. S. A. by 


MULHENS & 
KROPFF, Inc. 


25 W. 45th St., 
New York 
Chicago 
San Francisco 
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128-130 
East 58th St. 
New York 
Plaza 4524 





John Murray Anderson-Robert Milton 
School of the Theatre and Dance 


Day and Evening Classes 
Foremost Teachers in America 
Twelve leading New York Producers and Directors 


actively associated with the School. Rare oppor- 
tunity Nor placing trained and talented students. 


Classes in every t, of Dance, Drama, Scenic and 
Costume Design, Musical Comedy, Playwriting, 
Stage Direction and Management. 


Send for catalogue or call personally 














= LEARN TO SWIM 
As 


with grace and ease. Effective reducing 
methods; exclusive pool; instruction by 
international exponents. 

s Send for Booklet M 
MARY BEATON SCHOOL 
OF SWIMMING 
1 West 67th Street 
Trafalgar 3162 Susquehanna 8440 


WHAT HANDWRITING 
REVEALS 


Interesting booklet describing the ee 
art of Graphology and its amazing revelatiol™ 
mailed free on request, 


Monsieur Xav. de NICE 
P. O. Box 200 Grand Central Terminal 
New York City 
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GRAND CENTRAL 
SCHOOL OF ART 


new school of art to de- 

velop individual talent 
under the instruction of suc- 
cessful modern artists 


INSTRUCTORS 


WAYMAN ADAMS 

Pruett CARTER 

JouN E. CostiGAN 

GEORGE PEARSE ENNIS 

ange GREGORY 
DMUND GREACEN 

Howarp L. HiILDEBRANDT 

CHARLES L. HINTON 

GEorRGE LOBER 

CAROLYN MASON 

HERBERT MEYER 

SIGURD SKOU 

Henry B. SNELL 

Ezra WINTER 

GEORGE WRIGHT 


COURSES 


PAINTING DRAWING 
SCULPTURE ILLUSTRATION 
ADVERTISING ILLUSTRA- 
TION COSTUME, POSTER 
AND TEXTILE DESIGN 


Catalog on Request 


7013 Grand Central Terminal 
New York 
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Southwest Corner 


58" Street at 6 Ave. | 
2 New York’s Finest 
| cApartment Hotel 


Suites of 


12223 Rooms 


or more if desired 


Now Available 





Many unusual features. Perfect 
room arrangements. Can be 
best appreciated by personal in- 
spection. Renting office open 











evenings 


' Under the Direction of 
GR S. Gregory Taylor 
; . of the adjoining Hotel 

te ' Buckingham 
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art-struck rattle-pate she is; it spoil: 
his rapture without the least effect o1 
his enthrallment. They are intimat 
to all but the final degree, havin; 
limitless opportunity, and the strain o 
the anomalous relationship is wearin; 
on them both. It doesn’t occur to 
Mitya to seduce her. He is not too 
moral, but she is too sacred, his visions 
and hopes are of marriage. Jealousy 
has come in, for she is attending : 
dramatic school, and he knows that 
the director has an eye on her, an 
has a reputation. 

Presently the lovers decide that 
they had better be apart a while. He 
goes to his mother’s estate in the coun. 
try, looking his last on Katya frorr 
the train. It is after he gets ther: 
that the idyll (the ordeal!) become: 
most moving. There is nothing in th’ 
pages but countryside and the state o’ 
the boy’s soul and mind. For a while 
he has a respite, but the landscape 
with springtide over it, is eroticized, 
the spring itself is Katya, the moon 
looks like her. How well Bunin knows 
those heart-flogging waits for letters. 
and the dread and the aversion to mai’ 
time that follow repeated disappoint- 
ments! Mitya gets a feeling that 
everyone must suspect him of a direfu’ 
secret. He will go to his mother. 
surely she will understand—and she 
says he seems bored, and why doesn’t 
he call on a_ neighbor’s attractive 
daughters? 

He is, of course, inexperienced. 
The estate’s old factotum rounds up 
a peasant wench for the Young Mas- 
ter—and between one moment and 
the next, Mitya learns the distinctions 
among desires. After this disillusion- 
ment, he hears at last from Katya. 
She has betrayed him, run off with the 
director. At the end he is resorting, 
for peace, to his revolver. 

That, no doubt, is the Russianism 
of him, or of Bunin. It is hard to 
imagine an American boy of the type 
committing suicide, unless he were in- 
herently suicidal, as Mitya doesn’t 
seem to be. But short of that, 
“Mitya’s Love” could be transposed 
anywhere. 


F A memorable incident made a 

great novel, “Transfiguration” 
would be one. A wronged husband 
and bereft father journeys with a 
revolver in his pocket to the home of 
his wife’s lover, in bearing whose 
child she has died, after his giving 
her a handful of rubles and turning 
her away. Her legitimate child has 





since died—from want of her care, 
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fo ae Luxury Cruisetothe = 
Lo. ee 


Meniterranean 


ALESTINE EGYPT 


By the famous “‘Rotterdam”’ 
6th Cruise 
Leaving New York 
Feb. 3, 1927 
Under the Holland-America 


Line’s own management. 
The “ROTTERDAM” 


24,170 37,190 
tons reg. tons displ. 


Has a world-wide reputation for the 
magnificence and comfort of her ap- 
pointments, the ray. excellence 
of her cuisine and the high standards 
of service management on board. 


70 Days of Delightful Diversion 
ITINERARY includes Madeira, 
Cadiz, Seville (Granada), Gibraltar, 
Algiers, Naples (first call), Tunis, 
Athens, Constantinople, Haifa, Jeru- 
salem (The Hol Alexandria. 
Cairo (and t), Cattaro, Ra- 

sa, Venice, Naples (second call), 

ionaco and the Riviera. Care- 
fully planned Shore Excursions 
Stopover in Europe. Number of 
guests limited. 


American Express Co., Agents 
in charge of Shore Excursions 


For choice selection of accommo- 
oe make RESERVATIONS 
















Illustrated Folder ““Y" on request to 


HOLLAND-AMERICA LINE 
21-24 State St, New York 


Boston, Chicago, Detroit, Phil- 
adelphia, Pittsburgh, Cleve- 
land, ‘Minneapo is, New 
Orleans, San Francisco, St. 
Louis, Atlanta, Ga., Mexico 
City, Montreal, Seattle, Win- 
nipeg, or any authorized steam- 
ship Agent. 




























nest OPM MAKE 


MAOE IN ENGLAND 
te ut *T OFF 


$9.00 


The BPM is the result 
of 79 years’ experience 
in the making of fine 
English Bruyere Pipes. 
Atexclusive shops only. 
Your favorite shape 
sent on receipt of price 
or request on business 
stationery. 
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Epcar B. WALTERS 
Organization, Inc. 
American Distributor 
2 East 23rd St., New York 
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| 
We Offer You This 


| 


| CHANCE now—at the 
height of the theatrical 
season—to have the November 
and December numbers of 
Theatre Arts Monthly free with 
a year’s subscription beginning 
in January. 


This, of course, is to new sub- 
scribers only—but it will give 
you that much greater chance 
to learn—as thousands of others 
have learned—how vastly this 


magazine, with its record and 





prophecy of the theatre, will 
| increase your enjoyment of 
every play you see. Its illus- 
trations alone are worth the 


small price of a year’s subscrip- 


tion—$4.00. 


THEATRE ARTS 
MONTHLY 


119 West 57th St., New York City 














THEATRE ARTS MONTHLY 
119 West 57th Street 
New York City A-6 


Enclosed $4.00 for a year’s subscription, 
beginning January, and next two copies free. 























the husband feels. In his phantasies, 
which come out of him as lies, this 
seeker of revenge is a tremendous fel- 
low; actually he is gentle, irresolute, 
affectionate and much more conscious 
of grief than of rage. He has a mys- 
tical, almost hallucinative, sense of his 
dead wife’s presence. It is on her be- 
half, not his own, that he means to 
shoot. 

The incident is his parley with the 
lover. It is deeply pathetic, and ex- 
ceedingly uncomfortable to read. You 
find so much of Alexei Ivanovitch in 
yourself, as he repeatedly seizes on 
excuses for digression and postpone- 
ment, reveals his “identification” of 
himself with the woman of whom he 
was so fond, and, for the time being, 
talks his revenge into the air. 

The balance of the novel absorbed 
this department less. Gorky admires 
its portrayal of the intelligentsia. In 
a kindly, rather babbling fashion it al- 
so fills in a good enough picture of the 
lowly folk of a seacoast town in the 
Crimea. 


NLESS you want something to 

make you jump, and expect it of 
the author of “The Plastic Age” 
when he talks about colleges 
“straight,” you should find “Which 
Way Parnassus?” worth your read- 
ing. 

On presidents, trustees, professors 
and the dreadful professional alumni, 
Percy Marks is both candid and sensi- 
ble. On the undergraduates of today, 
his remarks seem a trifle superficial. 

If you do want to jump, try Wynd- 
ham Lewis’s “The Art of Being 
Ruled,” all about civilization and so- 
cial psychology and whither we’re 
drifting. 


ESCRIBING = “Search-Light” 

here would be supeifluous. 
“Time Exposures” is a book of his 
“Profiles,” So far as this department 
knows his sitters, it sees very few of 
them just as he does. But he is al- 
ways so happy in his conception that 
we always like it out of sympathy! — 
and everyone can agree that he can 
write. —ToucHsTONE 


AGE 


“Who was that man you saw me 
with? Was he a bore?” 
“Well, no, my dear, but old. Why, 


he was in the war!” 


—F. D. 

















Inthe Elegant 
Eighties 


By Henry Collins Brown 


In a spirit of eng: lightness, Mr. Brown de- 
seribes the habits and amusements of the New 
Yorker in days of Broadway stages, Harlem boats, 
Medicated flannels, SP 
fortified with a collection of contemporary pictures 
so unusual that the reader is vastly entertained 
by the ever moving panorama of old New York. 
pages. Over 100 illustratiens. 
Price $5.00 at all book stores. 
Valentine’s Manual, Inc., Publisher, 
Hastings-on-Hudson, N. Y. 
The Baker S. Taylor Co., Trade Selling Agents 
55 Fifth Ave., New York 


arrow cops, etc. The text is 






















“He made hell 
a laughing-stock 
and heaven a 
dream” 
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DARWIN 


GAMALIEL BRADFORD 





The life story of a gentle, tolerant, and lovable 
man who overturned the world of thought, shifted 
the whole attitude of science, and upheaved the 
_wery foundations of religion and morality.*3.50 
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Qwest 45 St est “Si NX 
Service for nearly ninety years 
to the book-buying public 
Fine Old English Editions 
(Weekty shipments from London) 
Uncommon and out-of print Books 
All current literature 
We have customers throughout the World 
Phone: Vanderbilt O8GO Desk 17 
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JUST 
PUBLISHED! 


a 
MILLION 


AND: ONE 
NIGHT’ 


THE Hk/ TORY: OF 
THE: MOTION 
‘DIC TURE: 


BY: TERRY: RAMCS/AYE 
* * 


* 


JIMON: ANO- /CHU/TER 


Two Large Volumes, boxed 6% x 9% 
1,000 pages, 100 full page 4: -tone 
illustrations; superb design, print- 
ing, paper and binding, on $ 
treasure for your rh On 10 
sale at all book stores.. 


“A monumental meson o 


aban? 


“*. +++ Unfailingly entertaining, 








how Edison valued the European 
rights of his first basic motion pic- 
ture invention at less than $150... 


how the late Czar of Russia was 

almost lured to Hollywood—salary 

no object—by a film millionaire 

— still recalled the pogroms of 
i c< cas 


how Charlie Chaplin celebrated 
the signing of his famous $670,000 
contract by an orgy—of necktie- 
buying! ... 


how it came that Adolph Zukor 
offered Lewis J. Selznick $5000 a 
week to go to China—and stay 
there..... 


how Theodore Roosevelt sent the 
Secret Service to confiscate a Lew 
Dockstadter film, because a i- 

antic political plot was suspected. 
fone gave Roosevelt a blank film 
which was solemnly burned af the 








The 
Brick Row Book Shop 


Byrne Hackett, Pres. 
19 East 47th Street 
New York 


30 Broad Street 
New York 


We interpret your book- 
needs as far as we may with 
courteous divination based 
on experience and knowl- 
edge. 


Our various shops irresis- 
tibly attract people who 
care for books. Two very 
distinguished collectors, A. 
a LS |S ee 
recently volunteered the 
opinion that our 47th Street 
book-rooms are the pleasan- 
test in New York, while 
P.B. . . ., a discriminating 
critic, went further and said 
London or Paris offer noth- 
ing better. 


You are invited to call 
and discover the reasons. 


Telephone 

















IMEBAUGH © BROWNE 

present greeting cards from 
the most distinguished copper- 
plate printers of the old world 
and new. 

For individuals and business 
houses there are suitable subjects, 
superbly rendered. 

Fine stationery makes a wel- 
come Christmas gift. 


Our representative will be 
pleased to call with samples 


HIMEBAUGH « BROWNE 
Booksellers and Stationers 
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Covering the 


two-ringed circus 


at Washington 


VEN with a program giving the 
names and numbers of ail the 


players, it’s difficult to follow the 
antics of the gentlemen sometimes al- 
luded to as our “Solons.” 


It takes a practiced ear and a keen 
eye to know which salvos of oratorical 


folly and judicious, littered - ‘ * 
with incidents worth reading Murray FM 8y6y Hanover_4735 pyrotechnics are for consumption by 
out loud." the constituents, God bless ’em, and 
Ne P2¢ —  |which are meant to promote the wel- 
yo a ye | fare of “this fair land.” 

uch an ear and such an eye has 

Such d l ye | 
It tells— & | Clinton W. Gilbert, whose “Mirrors 
of Washington” was a national sensa- 
how sex and combat have been Qe ° M “Gilb . . — * 
= ys Hy: eau = = epnnse. ' “ tion. iVLT. ubdert 1s maintaining his 
t , t , . . . = 
fie Corer” and ‘Dotorita-the: ——— ener» — vin ves 
ancer down to Valentino an 7 ‘Daily Mirror o shington'§ in the 

Tom Mix (see the —— Dinner Holiday E 3 P - & e 

Item on page 333.) . Salutations | Lvwening Fost. 
| 


If you would know whose is the 
master’s voice, what colorful character 
will replace the Saharan Mr. Upshaw 
—if you enjoy shrewd political com- 
ment tempered with a dash of humor 
—make a regular habit of Gilbert’s 
“Daily Mirror of 
Washington” in the 
Evening Post, 

now 
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FOR INDOORS AND OUT 


The smartest of smart New York women prefer 
French Bootery shoes not only for their dis- 
tinctive fashioning and rare beauty—but because 
of their smooth, snug fit as well. 


FRENCH BOOTERY 
36 West 50th St., New York City 


Smart New Yorkers only 
‘stay in their New , York 
homes ‘while deciding 
where else to go. In the 
winter you’ll find them at 
Pinehurst, N. C.—theCen- 
ter of Good Times. Golf and all out- 
door sports. 16 hrs. N.Y.C., thru car. 

















Carolina Hotel, famous for its tempt- 
ing menus and luxury of service. 
now open. Every room with bath, 
For reservations address General 
Office, Pinehurst, N. C. 


inehurst 


NORTH CAROLINA 
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TELL ME ABOOK TOREAD 


These Are a Few 
of the Recent Ones 
Most Worth While 





NOVELS 


Niccer HEAvEN, by Carl Van Vechten 
(Knopf). Harlem’s Negroes of 
several varieties, but especially its 
young intellectuals, caught on the 
barbed wire strung between the 
races. 

Tue Gotpen Dancer, by Cyril Hume 
(Doran). A fantasia of the quest 
of happiness. Parts are a humor- 
ous, others an indignant realism. 
The whole is delightful. 

Hor Saturpay, by Harvey Fergusson 
(Knopf). Or, The Difficulty of 
Getting Married, in a poky New 
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Fox r 106 Eat 57 
ornerr 
Beautiful Things for 


The Home and the Individual 
at Moderate Prices 











Mexican town. Vigorous and en- 
tertaining; not for the ultra-con- 
servative. 

Tuat Last Inrirmity, by Charles 
Brackett (John Day). Mrs. Mce- 
Carthy as a_ successful social 
climber. A mildly satirical story, 

SuHow Boat, by Edna Ferber (Double- 

day, Page). September’s Best 

Seller, and no wonder, for every- 

body seems to like it, “pretty well’ 

at least. 


CHEvrONS, by Leonard Nason (Doran). 


Doughboys in France from their 

own point of view. 

Tue Romantic ComeptiAns, by Ellen 

Glasgow (Doubleday, Page). Views 

the passing of the generation that 

sentimentalized love and marriage. 

A fine novel; its author’s best. 

Earty AuTuMN, by Louis Bromfield 
(Stokes). A  Galsworthian ap- 
proach to an imagined New England 
—in fact, a Hindsight Saga. But 
it makes good reading. 

INTRODUCTION TO SaLLy, by “Eliza- 
beth” (Doubleday, Page). A sport- 
ive and amusing fable about the 
most beautiful girl in creation. 

Tue Time or Man, by Elizabeth 
Madox Roberts (Viking Press). 
The book of Ellen Chesser, a 
daughter of the Kentucky hills. 
For connoisseurs. 

MarTHA AND Mary, by J. Anker 
Larsen (Knopf). Also recommend- 
ed to connoisseurs—though any- 
body can read it. 


And Don’t Overlook— 


Tue Sitver Spoon, by John Gals- 
worthy (Scribner’s). THE SILver 
STALLION, by James Branch Cabell 


(McBride). Two or  THREF 
Graces, by Aldous Huxley 
(Doran). 


SHORT STORIES 
Desits AND Crepits, by Rudyard Kip- 








ling (Doubleday, Page). 

Tue CasuaRINA TREE, by W. Somerset 
Maugham (Doran). 

SHort Turns, by Barry Benefield 
(Century). 

WINNIE-THE-PooH, by A. A. Milne 





(Dutton). Tales of Mr. Edward 
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A suede purse from Rena 
Rosenthal-strikingly differ- 
ent, yet moderately priced. 


RENA ROSENTHAL 














520 Madison Ave. Near 53rd St. 
STEAMER HAMPERS 











Salita 


998 MADISON AVEeN 











that are personal and in the latest modes. 
Hand-made fitted and expressing your 


individuality. Also reconstructions. 


Oli hit Shania — 


ATTER TO WOMEN 


Tel.Spring 5017 16 East 8th Street, N. Y. C. 















BOOTS & SHOES 
£.HAVES 


582 Sith Ave near gra St 














f 
BENTLEY SCHOOL 
145 WEST 78th STREET, NEW YORK 
A progressive day school for a limited number of boys 
and girls, from four to twelve. 

ALL DAY PROGRAM, 9 a. m. to 4p. m.- 
Supervised play period 1.30 te 3.30 p. m. 
Visitors welcome. 

Further information on request. 














ii ONLY COLLEGE 
OF AUCTION BRIDGE 

Any Desired Form of Lessons Taught by Experts 
SHEPARD’S STUDIO, INC. 


20 W. 54th St. New York City 
Tel. Circle 10041 
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W HENEVER the occasion 
calls for flowers, town-wise 
New Yorkers invariably call 
on Totty’s—secure in the 
knowledge that every require- 
ment of correct social usage 
and individual good taste 
will then be met. 









Fresh Flowers 


4 East 53rd Street, New York 
Plaza 9720°3249°3250 


Greenhouses at Madison, N. J. 



















New Yorks 
Perfect 
French 





— for 
I lenty toPampeF® LUNCHEON 
Musaka 
Gnockis Romaine, 
Florentine 


Harmeritzer Steak, 
German Style 


Minced Chicken, 
Piping Rock , 


East 
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Luggage Exclusively 











| ArtauR Gitmore 
_| 22 EAST 55th ST.. N.Y. 


Vuitton Trunks and Service 
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Freshest of Vegetables 
Choicest of Meats 
Unusual Attention 
Distinctive Atmosphere 
Moderate Prices 


1043 SIXTH AVENUE 
at 59th Street 





Bear (the title is one of his 
aliases) and other familiars of 
Christopher Robin’s, as told to 
Christopher Robin. 


GENERAL 


MoHAMMED, by R. F. Dibble (Vik- 
ing Press). The story of the 
prophet’s life, well told, in a good 
vein of cynical humor. It appre- 
ciates his stature and capacities, and 
does not “explain” him. 

GrorceE WASHINGTON: THE IMAGE 
AND THE Maw, by W. E. Wood- 
ward (Boni & Liveright). A 
thorough de-bunking of the sacro- 
sanct, paragon Washington of tra- 
dition. Sometimes too thorough, 
even foolish, but wholesome and 
eminently readable. 

Murper For Prorit, by William Bo- 
litho (Harper). Five famous 
“mass murderers,’ charged up to 
the society that tried and punished 
them. _Bolitho’s writing could 
hardly be improved upon. 

Ninon De Lanctos, by Emile Magne 
(Holt). The celebrated Ninon as 
she probably was, and not as the 
legends depict her. 


Topay AND ‘Tomorrow, by Henry 
Ford, with Samuel Crowther 
(Doubleday, Page). Ford's own 


view of his accomplishment, with 
his vision of the future. No one 
should talk seriously about him 
who has not read it. 

Mr. AND Mrs. Happock In Paris, 
FRANCE, by Donald Ogden Stew- 
art (Harper). Good fooling, with 
a basis of good sense. 


And Don’t Overlook— 


EuGENE O'NEILL, by Barrett H. Clark 
(McBride). ON THE TRAIL OF 
ANCIENT Man, by Roy Chapman 
Andrews (Putnam). 


WHY | LIKE NEW YORK 


Because, An obviously feeble-mind- 
ed man on a jammed Thirty-fourth 
Street crosstown car complained loud- 
ly and irritably of the jerking mob, 
ending his lamentation with, “Well, 
if I had to ride on this car every day 
I’d go crazy,” whereupon the con- 
ductor reassured him in a soothing, 
solicitous voice with, “Oh, no, not 
with your level head.” 

—MarcareT FisHBAcK 


Because, when one lone white hen 
fell from a truck piled high with 
crates of chickens, four of the largest 
policemen I have ever seen rushed out 
from nowhere at all and stopping the 
after-theatre jam of traffic on Broad- 
way, caught the fowl and returned it 
to the almost frantic colored boy driv- 
ing the truck. 

—RicHarRD KorNHAUSER 








° » EVERY DUDE TAKES HIS GALS 
To THE GOL DERN 





‘COUNTY: 
: FAIR. : 


. 54 cEAST> Diep 
ALL SLICKED UP FOR SMART NEW YORKERS ‘* 
DINNER FROM SIX ° DANCING TILL TWO 

® ONLY AMERICAN SUPPER-CLUB IN TOWN?) @ 

a STUYVESANT 9290 = 











Just a Little Different yet 
Amazingly Low Priced 
Endorsed by Stars of Stage and Screen 


ADELE HATS 
160 W. 45th St. New York City 








New Yorkers’ Premier 
French Restaurants 


HOTEL LAFAYETTE 


University Place 
and 


iw HOTEL BREVOORT 





Fifth Avenue 




















N UNUSUAL BRESSMAKING ESTABLISHMENT 
WHERE YOUR GOWNS OF “YESTERDAY” ARE REBUILT 
INTO SMART NEW CREATIONS WITHOUT EXCESSIVE WUST 
4 SHOP PATRONIZED BY THE ELITE OF AMERICA 
ATS REMODELED 





Pans Atlanta Homer, tt. New Frocks 
134 East 55th Street °° Order 
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The Management of “Villa Venice” 
Announces with pleasure the engagement of 


Mr. Eddie Davis 


formerly of the famous Club Royal—of Southampton’s rendezvous, Canoe 
Place Inn—and of the very pleasant Club Lido, where he played for years. 
NOW at 
“ro” East Sixtieth Street, enjoy 
At Luncheon—The Famous Hungarian Hussar Symphony 
At Tea and 
Formal—Dinner Supper—Dancing 


Eddie Davis Himself and His Orchestra 


No couvert charge 





NOVEMBER 6, 1926 


PRINTED BY 
BLANCHARD PRESS 
NEW YORK 
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ORIGINAL 


MELACHRINO 


“The One Cigarette Sold the‘ World Over” 


mn pg 


en eR ERE ERE RE nN ec ans mm ee 


PRINCE GEORGES MATCHABELLI 


, Bearer of a name that goes back to the 
ninth century. Former minister to Rome 
from Georgia, Russia. The Prince is 
but one of the many scions of royalty 
and nobility the world over who smoke 

and endorse Melachrino cigarettes. 
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*Plain ” Cork. 


or 


Straw ‘Tips 

















When the Thanksgiving feast is 
spread—and gay friends gather— 


when you’re joyously thankful for 


another year of health and plenty 


—have a Camel! 





i ee nies 
plete BALE, MN ce 


Camels represent the utmost in cigarette quality. The choicest of 

Turkish and Domestic tobaccos are blended into Camels by master 

blenders and the finest of French cigarette paper is made especially for 

them. No other cigarette is like Camels. They are the overwhelming 
choice of experienced smokers. 


© 1926 





WHEN it’s Thanksgiving. 
And your chosen friends 
are enjoying the good 
things of earth—have a 
Camel! 


For no other cigarette 
ever gave so much added 
enjoyment to a Thanksgiv- 
ing feast. No other was 
ever so welcome to your 
friends. Millions of experi- 
enced smokers are thankful 
each day for Camels. This 
distinctive cigarette brought 
the world a new measure of 
smoking satisfaction and 
contentment, for Camels 
never tire the taste or leave 
a cigaretty after-taste. Be- 
fore Camel it was impossible 
to get every good feature in 
one cigarette. 


So this festive day, with 
thanks for the good year 
that is gone—send up the 
fragrant smoke that is loved 
by millions. On Thanksgiv- 
ing Day have the best. 


Have a Camel! 











Our highest wish, if you 
do not yet know and 
enjoy Camel quality, is 
that you may try them. 
We invite you to com- 
pare Camels with anv 
cigarette made at any 


price. 
R. J. Reynolds Tobacco 
Company 
Winston-Salem, N. C. 








